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CHAPTER ONE 


"Personally," the big man leaned forward and 
lowered his voice as if someone might hear him, "I think 
you got some pretty important reasons for getting outta 
Dodge, son. I read about them there Chinese fellas. Your 
ex-honey was mixed up with some pretty tough characters." 
He straightened up, stretched his neck. "I don't need ta tell 
ya, I wouldn't want to be out in the middle of the corral 
without my pistol if they were gunning for me." 

What language is this guy speaking? Since I'd made 
the error of opening the door of my condo to this heavyset 
cowboy twenty minutes ago, the man hadn't stopped 
talking. Worse yet, I wasn't quite sure what in hell he was 
talking about. 

"You're a quiet one there, young fellow. I s'pose 
you should tell me what's on your mind." He folded his 
arms across his massive chest and waited. 

I ran my gaze over the man who stood in front of 
me. He was in his forties with a dollop of rusty brown hair 
crowning his head. He was almost the same height as me, 
around six-two, but he was carrying quite a bit of weight 
around the middle, straining the material of his beige 
uniform in some strategic places. 


He was the first person I'd opened the door to in 
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days. After being hounded by the press, and on guard for 
assassins lurking around every corner, I'd decided it was 
time. If Dishi's men were coming for me, I was prepared to 
take 'em on. I couldn't live the rest of my life, if you could 
call it one, in fear. 

When I heard the door, I dragged myself off the 
sofa. I'd been lying there for three days. I wrapped my old 
tattered robe around me and picked my pistol up off the 
coffee table. I was a crack shot, could have been a sniper if 
I'd wanted. If something moved, I'd hit it. 

"Who is it?" I demanded, keeping left of the door, 
ducking my head when I passed the window. 

The voice on the other side of the door spoke with a 
deep drawl. "My name is Dillon DePriest, Detective Fox. 
I'm the police from Lone Trail, Texas." 

There wasn't much doubt the guy wasn't from 
around here the way he said the word POLE... lease. 

"Your lieutenant gave me your address." 

Actually, I didn't have a lieutenant. I didn't have 
much of anything anymore. I lowered the gun. "What do 
you want?" 

"I gotta a little fat to chew with you, boy." 

Fat to chew? 

"Come on, Fox, open up. You're not being very 


hospitable considerin' I came all the way out here to your 
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neck of the woods just to see ya." 

I glanced at myself in the mirror and for a second, I 
hardly recognized the man looking back. I had a few days 
growth of beard and my dark brown hair was hanging 
around my shoulders, unwashed and uncombed. My green 
eyes looked bloodshot. I wasn't sure about the last time I'd 
managed to sleep more than a few hours. 

"You there, Detective?" 

I cautiously unlocked the door, still holding the gun 
and stared at the tall, heavyset man in a police uniform, 
Stetson in hand. Hell, he even had the cowboy boots. I was 
a little disappointed to see they didn't wear spurs. This guy 
would have been right at home in Calgary during the 
stampede. 

"Detective Fox?" 

"Just Fox. Who in hell are you?" I poked out my 
head and cautiously glanced around outside the door of my 
condo. 

"Dillon DePriest. There's no one out there. I 
checked." 

"What can I do for you?" I eyed him. 

He looked at the gun. "Well, you can put the gun 
away for starters and invite a fellow in." He met my gaze. 

"See a badge?" 

The man slowly drew out his badge and flashed it. 
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I peered at it. "Texas?" 

"You got it." 

So, I opened the door wider. I figured even the 
Asian mob didn't have that much imagination. I waited for 
the man to enter then closed it, sliding the bolt across. The 
suspense was too much. I wanted to know what in hell 
some cop from Texas was doing on my doorstep. 

Dillon DePriest studied me for a moment. "You 
don't look much like you did on the news." 

"Go figure." I wandered back into the living room 
area. 

He followed. 

"Drink?" I picked up the half empty bottle of tequila 
and showed it to the man. 

"Wouldn't be fair considering, would it? Looks like 
you've gotten quite a little head start on me there." 

"Um, you mind?" I sank down on the sofa and 
poured another glass. 

"I don't mind. But you're gonna mind plenty in the 
mornin’. Sobering up hurts worse than chugging it down." 

I didn't need a lecture. "What is it you want, Officer 
DePriest?" 

"Well..." He grinned, leaning on the doorjamb. "I 
want to offer you a position with the Lone Trail police 


department." 
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I paused in mid swallow, almost choking on the 
tequila then let the rest of it slide down my throat. "Where 
in the hell is the Lone Trail police department and why 
would I want to work there?" The stuff burned all the way 
down. 

I fell quiet and that's when DePriest started going on 
about getting out of Dodge and all that stuff. In spite of his 
strange talk, I understood one thing very clearly; this Texas 
police officer knew all the sordid details of what had 
happened to me over the last few months. 

"Dang it boy, you haven't said a word. Tell me 
what's going on in that mixed-up head of yours, besides 
feeling sorry for yourself?" 

His patronizing tone got to me. "I think you better 
leave before you piss me off, cowboy!" 

He shrugged. "Besides the fact you got a loaded 
pistol, given your present state I'm not feeling too worried 
about gettin' the shit beat outta me right now." 

He had a point there. "I don't know you or your 
little town." I looked up at him. "I'm not interested in police 
work anymore." 

"Is that so?" He walked over to the easy chair and 
perched on the edge of it. "Well, that's quite a big 
declaration there, Kieran. And I hate to rain on your parade 


but it's been my experience this kind of job gets under your 
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skin, something like a mosquito does, down by the creek 
after a rainstorm." 

I shook my head. "What does that mean?" 

He laughed. "You see, I may look like some kind of 
a redneck from the backwoods to you, son, but I'm not in 
the habit of using up all my frequent flyer miles just to 
come after some boy who is about to give up on life. The 
missus is going to skin me when she finds out I used those 
miles." 

"Look, they may like to be preached to out where 
you come from, but I don't." 

"Don't know much about preaching except from 
listening to the good reverend on Sunday morning at the 
Lone Trail Baptist church. But I do know me one thing for 
sure; you're a damn good cop. In fact, you're probably 
among the best when it comes to narcotics." 

"How in the hell would you know that?" 

"Because I've just about followed every case you've 
worked on." 

That surprised me. "What?" 

"You heard me." 

"Why?" 

"Because we got a drug war going on back in my 
neck of the woods, one that's getting the dealers and their 


runners dead, and has 'em shooting anything that gets in 
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their way. Ten-year-old boy got shot in the head a few 
weeks back. He was just playing in the wrong field." 

"Well, I'm sorry to hear that but..." I trailed off. I 
truly was but it had nothing to do with me. "I'm not your 
man." 

"I beg to differ, Kieran. I'm pretty dang sure you are 
my man. I wouldn't be here otherwise. Besides, you got 
some Texas in ya. Your daddy came from Texas." 

I sucked in some air. Hearing about my father had a 
way of cutting off my ability to breathe. "What do you 
know about my father?" 

"I know I won't have no trouble with immigration if 
I hire you on, not that they couldn't be talked into 
something anyway," he smiled. 

It was true I had dual citizenship but that didn't 
mean I was going to run off to Texas to work in some 
backwater town. 

"Well, your daddy would be mighty proud if he 
knew how you turned out." 

"I doubt that. He ran off when I was a baby, never 
came back." 

"Life has a way of kicking some people in the ass, 
don't it?" 

"I guess," I scoffed. 


"Just to let you know, you'll have to forget to 
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mention the gay thing when you're in Lone Trail. You see, 
back where I come from, it's Adam and Eve. They haven't 
really gotten around to the Adam and Steve thing yet. As 
for me, couldn't care a damn what you do in the bedroom. I 
say, live and let live. But in Lone Trail, everyone gets into 
everyone else's beeswax. To be accepted, you gotta be real 
queer, you know, girlie boyish. They seem to be 
accepted... the girlie ones. We got one... really swishy 
like, named Earl. Townsfolk have adopted him, kind of like 
a pet." 

That left a real bad taste in my mouth. "Always 
wanted to be someone's monkey. They got a cage for him?" 

He laughed. "Oh, the townsfolk don't mean no harm 
in that. Earl's been kicked around quite a bit and he's not 
too bright. It's just people don't like the ones who hide. If 
you bat for a different team, they want to know. A guy like 
you, all macho and stuff... well... you'd get the shit beaten 
outta you if they found out that you were hidin' your 
preference." 

"Not a preference really but... that's beside the 
point. If you're trying to sell me on this job of yours back in 
your homophobic little paradise, you're not doing so hot." 

"Just being honest. Want you to know what you're 
gettin’ into." 


"Don't worry. I won't be getting into anything 
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because I won't be working there." 

"Look, Kieran, sign on for a year. It will get you off 
the path of the Asian mob, and give these reporter folk a 
chance to forget about all this mess you've gotten yourself 
into." 

I glanced down at my hands. I was horrified to feel 
the tears threaten. WTF. I pushed them back. "Why would 
you want me anyway? I fucked up big time." 

"The way I see it, only mistake you made was in 
judgment. If that fellow hadda been a woman, don't think it 
would have been such a story after all." 

I looked up in surprise. 

"Took a lot of guts to do what you did. As soon as 
you knew he was a big drug dealer, you brought him in, in 
spite of your feelings. Sometimes the job and the personal 
get mixed. That's all it was." 

I swallowed hard, still staring at my hands. 

"And I figure," he shrugged, standing, "their loss is 
my gain." 

I glanced at him. 

"I'm a man who believes in taking advantage of 
opportunities as they come along. I saw one and I traded in 
my frequent flyer miles and jumped on a plane. I figure I 
got a chance to get me a big city, top notch narc." 


"Lone Trail, eh?" I swallowed. 
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"Yep. You know, I like the way you fellows talk up 
here, with your ehs. You pronounce every damn vowel like 
the world would just cave in if you didn't." 

I actually laughed faintly at that. He wouldn't want 
to hear what I had to say about the way he spoke. 

"I'm staying at that fancy place downtown with all 
the sails on it. Room twenty-four. Damn pricey. One night 
is all I can afford to put on the expense account." He 
slapped an airline ticket on the coffee table. "If you don't 
use it, you best mail it back to me, care of Lone Trail police 
station... or I'm gonna come for ya. Once you deduct the 
air miles, the rest is tax payers' money." He turned on his 
heel and headed for the door. 

"Have a nice trip," I murmured, lying back and 
taking another gulp of the liquor. 

"You know, Fox"—he stopped and glanced over his 
shoulder—"I'm just thinking you got a choice; you can lie 
there on that sofa and drink until the cows come home. 
Or"—he placed his hat firmly on his head—"you can get up 
off that sofa and start over again. From where I hail, that's 
what a man with guts does, and from what I know of you, 
you got a lot of that going on." 

I closed my eyes and sighed. 

"Plane leaves right after lunch tomorrow for Dallas, 


one o'clock!" He slid the bolt and opened the door. "Oh, 
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one more thing." He turned again, grinning. "I been 
meaning to ask you. Are you half a good a shot as I've 
heard you are?" 

"Better." I told him. 

DePriest chuckled and walked outside, closing the 
door behind him. 

After he left, I managed to doze off for a few hours. 
Tequila was a great sleeping pill. It was almost midnight 
when I got off the sofa again and went to the computer. I 
thought about what my life had become and I googled the 
town of Lone Trail, Texas. That cowboy was right. I 
couldn't lie on the sofa for the rest of my life. I'd have to 
pick myself up and start again sometime. I'd done nothing 
wrong, broken no laws. I'd just fallen for the wrong guy. 

I had to forgive myself for that. That's all it was, 
forgiveness. I knew I'd never make that mistake again. I 
would never let my guard down again. I'd learned my 
lesson. 

Lone Trail, Texas, was no Vancouver, British 
Colombia, for sure. For a town of fewer than ten thousand 
people, the crime rate was double the national average. 
Sounded like I wouldn't get bored! The same family names 
seemed to come up again and again. Everyone related? The 
word inbred came to mind. 


There appeared to be two principal families that ran 


Il 
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everything, including the drug trade, the Keens and the 
Masons. Move over Hatfields and McCoys! 

However, the crime rate wasn't what terrified me 
about Lone Trail. It was all the pictures of women in floppy 
hats and people line dancing in plaid shirts and big boots. 
They sure had a lot of festivals. 

The local town newspaper, the Lone Trail Reporter, 
covered everything from some garden party held by a Mrs 
Tucker, where she served tiny cucumber sandwiches and 
sweet tea to the arrest of a gang of toothless, white 
supremacists that shot an African American in the head in 
his pickup truck over his barking dog. Wonder if they'd 
been invited to eat the fancy sandwiches at Mrs Tucker's. 

Two police organizations were mentioned often in 
connection with the drug trade: the local sheriff's office that 
to my surprise was headed by Dillon DePriest—guy might 
have told me he was the sheriff—and the Federal Marshal's 
office. These two policing agencies seemed to get into each 
other's way a lot. Although there had been several arrests 
for assault as well as murder in the town recently, neither 
agency appeared to be able to get to those who were 
actually running the drugs. 

Yep, Lone Trail was a scary place. People prayed 
with snakes, and preachers claimed to make the blind see 


and the lame walk. White supremacists walked around with 
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swastikas tattooed on their necks, shooting people, and 
women were referred to as belles. And there didn't appear 
to be a gay bar in sight. 

But that last part was a good thing. There was no 
temptation there, which meant there were probably no 
beautiful men ready to trick me into bed then stab me in the 
heart, at least none that would be brave enough to own up 
to it in that place. People didn't know me. I could start over. 
And maybe, just maybe, this was a case I could sink my 
teeth into, and help me forget how much in love I'd allowed 
myself to get. 

The sun was up before I started to pack my bag. I 
told no one except my neighbor at the condo, Mary Sousa. 
She promised to collect my mail and check on things while 
I was gone. I had no cat, no bird, and no life, so I grabbed 
the ticket DePriest had left on the coffee table, and called a 
cab to take me to the airport. 

When I passed through customs and walked into the 
boarding room, I spotted Dillon DePriest right away. He 
was hard to miss, sitting there with his big hat on his lap. 
As I walked toward him, I noticed a few more men in 
cowboy hats and boots. This isn't Oz, Dorothy, I thought. 
We were headed to Texas! 

I sat down in one of the hard plastic chairs beside 


DePriest and put my carryon bag between my feet. 
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Dillon DePriest didn't look at me but he asked 
casually, "Hit a lot of traffic on the way here, did ya?" 

"Normal amount, I guess." 

"Um, so, what took you so long then?" 

I looked at him. He met my gaze then grinned as I 
shook my head and smiled faintly. 

Dillon reached over and slapped his hand on my 
knee. "Hot damn!" he whooped, causing the other 
passengers to look over at them. "I got me a real live narc!" 

Once we were settled in our seats in the air, Dillon 
DePriest said, "One thing I didn't mention to you was 
Jubilee Mason." 

"Didn't mention that you were the sheriff either," I 
commented. 

"Oh well, that. Didn't want to brag none." 

"So, who's Jubilee Mason? One of the suspects?" I 
had seen the name Mason come up a few times in the Lone 
Trail paper. 

"Worse! He's a US Marshal, a Fed we call 'em 
down there, a young hot shot, and a home town boy." 

"He related to the Masons who have been arrested 
lately?" 

"Cousins... a lot of cousins." 

"Um." 


"He came back to town after doing some policing in 
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Dallas for a spell. Honorable enough. He takes his job real 
serious. He's daddy to little Philip and Andre, now, Peggy's 
kids, that's his sister." 

"Okay." 

"Her husband got shot down in Afghanistan." 

"That's too bad," I murmured. 

"Reason he gave up his job and came home. There's 
a lot of honor in that. But damn it"—Dillon DePriest 
punched the armrest—"Jubilee takes the shine right out of 
my sun." 

"Translation, please?" 

"He's the curdle in my milk, the fly in my soup." 

I stared at him. "Can you give me an example? I 
don't think I speak Texan." 

"He don't trust the local police, can't say I blame 
him. Before I come along, there was a lot of corruption, 
greasing palms, you know what I mean?" 

"Yes. We have that too." 

"So that boy comes back to town and they put him 
as the key investigator on this drug case. We know it's 
connected to another syndicate, the big boys. Jubilee is 
always second guessing me... like a hound on a blood trail. 
Checks every damn thing I do. He's as stubborn as a stupid 
assed mule, he is. But"—he grinned—"Jub is just about the 


nicest fellow you ever going to meet. Give you the shirt 
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right off his back. Handsome brute, ladies love him. And 
he's smart for someone so young. Can't be much older than 
you are." 

"How can he be both a stupid assed mule and the 
nicest guy you'll ever meet at the same time?" I was really 
confused now. I had a feeling the more the days went by, 
the more confused I'd become. 

Dillon laughed. "Down in Lone Trail, we know 
when to separate work and socializing." 

"Ouch." That stung. 

"No offense." He patted my shoulder. "When that 
boy is not marshaling, we get along like two peas in a pod. 
Even go hunting together. I mean I've known him since he 
was knee-high to a grasshopper. His father was even sheriff 
at one time. But when we're working, well... it's another 
story. He has a way of rattling my cage. That's why I can't 
wait until he gets a gander at you!" 

"Wait a minute... why me? I don't want to get in the 
middle of any type of feud you got going with this 
Marshal." 

"Not a feud"—he chuckled—"Just his eyes are 
going to pop when he knows I got a big city narcotics cop 
on my team. Hot damn!" He laughed. 

Oh brother. I didn't like the sound of that. 


"It's all in fun, mind you." 
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"Right. Ah... Dillon, are there any houses or 
apartments to rent in your town?" 

"We'll get you all fixed up, no worries. Won't need 
to sleep in anyone's haystack. You'll be snug as a bug in a 
rug at my place until we move you someplace permanent. 
You'll stay with the missus and Jesse-Belle until you get 
settled." 

"I can't put you and your family out." 

"We got plenty of room. Told the missus last night 
you'd be coming." 

I narrowed my eyes. "Last night?" 

He smiled at me. "Never had any doubt." 

I sighed. Right. I was that predictable... or that 
desperate. "That your daughter, this Jesse-Belle?" 

"Nope, my two girls are all grown up and gone, live 
in Dallas they do." He took out his wallet and passed me a 
photograph. "This here is the oldest, Christine, married a 
lawyer. She's a photographer." I found myself looking at 
the picture of a nice-looking young woman with coppery 
hair. "The other one"—he passed me the next 
photograph—"is my little Willow." She was blonde and not 
exactly little, rather a plump, smiley girl with big blue eyes. 
"She works in advertising." 

"Nice family," I said politely. 


"This is my little darling orange blossom, Elsie." He 
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flashed the next picture at me. "The love of my life. We'll 
be married twenty-five years this coming June." 

I smiled. She was a rather rotund woman with poofy 
hair and a generous smile. Looked very nice. 
"Congratulations. So, ah... who is Jesse-Belle then?" 

"Oh dang, got so caught up in showing off my 
family, I forgot the question. Jesse-Belle is my wife's 
niece." 

"Oh. You have a picture of her too?" 

"Good gracious, no." He tucked the pictures away 
again in his overstuffed wallet. "Every picture she's given 
us, she's wearing dresses up to her neck and necklines 
plunging down to her waist. Elsie gets so peeved with her, 
tells her she looks like a ten dollar whore." 

That must go over well, I thought. 

"She's been living with us since the divorce. A little 
ornery, but don't mind her none. She's got the raging 
hormones, you know, since she's a single woman again." 

"Raging... hormones?" 

"A little wild in that girl. Preacher even tried to 
exorcise her once. Plum ridiculous mumbo jumbo. You 
can't tame that girl. Anyways, what happened was, she 
done got his pants down to his knees." He chuckled. "Didn't 
mean no harm." 


My eyes widened even more. "She took the 
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preacher's pants off?" 

"Not off, just got them down to his knees." 

"Maybe she needs help," I muttered. 

"Good heavens, Kieran." He sighed. "She's our 
harvest queen. We'd have to lock her up to get her that kind 
of help... can't lock up the harvest queen, can we? She'll 
settle down eventually." 

Although I really didn't have any idea what a 
harvest queen was, it sounded important. 

"Nope"—Dillon sighed heavily—"problem with our 
Jesse-Belle is she needs a man. See, she up and married one 
of those Keen boys, a real troublemaker. His family is 
involved with trafficking up to their necks. He was in and 
out of jail, always drinking. She divorced him but... she's 
the type of woman, all out of sorts without a man to be 
bedding, if you get my drift. Just move the dresser up 
against the door at night before you go to sleep. You'll be 
all right." 

"Move the... ah... maybe there's a hotel somewhere 
I can stay?" 

"There's Miss Jones's Bed and Breakfast, but I had 
to arrest her a while back for running a bawdy house, so 
she's closed, only temporary, mind you. Folks do have to 
make a living and she's a widow. Husband died of mouth 


cancer... chewin'." 
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"Tobacco?" I made a face. 

"You got it. Anyway, it was only a few locals she 
had in there and she charged for the drinks and such, gave 
all the money to her daughters who do the putting out. 
Trouble was Miss Jones bought the liquor on the black 
market instead of the legal way." 

I just stared at him. "What about the prostitution?" 

"Oh that ain't no never mind. Minor stuff, really. 
But it's a dry county, no liquor stores. A few blind pigs but 
we don't bother with them. If we don't let those guys 
function, we get a lot more trouble, what with the illegal 
trade. Anyway, I'll let her operate again if you like, just for 
you. It's clean enough, no bugs... although you might find 
a lizard or two, alligator lizards to be exact. But only if it 
gets too hot." 

"Alligators?" 

"They're a cross with the lizards, itty bitty things 
really. Big strapping fellow like you not afraid of lizards 
and snakes and such, are you?" 

I shuddered. I'd never actually seen any lizards and 
as for alligators, well... I could do without seeing those too. 

"We got a colony of them down here. We even call 
them by name." 

I closed my eyes. Good Lord. What have I done? 


Three hours later, I was riding in the sheriff's 
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pickup that he'd parked at the airport. Once we left the city 
of Dallas with its various shapes of skyscrapers, I got a bit 
edgy. The smooth city roads got rough. Soon we were 
travelling over bumpy terrain and down unpaved back 
roads. 

"Ah, Dillon," I spoke up, "where is this town 
exactly?" 

"Coming up, another thirty miles, or so. You are 
now officially in East County." 

"We are?" I looked around, trying to see through the 
dust that was kicking up around us. All there seemed to be 
were fields and trees. 

"It said so back there on that sign pinned to the 
outhouse. Said Welcome to East County." 

"Oh, I must have missed the outhouse." 

He chuckled. "The sign was blown down during the 
last cyclone, no one bothered to put it up again. They just 
tacked it to the outhouse." 

"Cyclones eh?" 

"We get those once in a while. Last one I recall was 
in ninety-eight." 

Great. Alligators, cyclones, and a horny niece. 

"We'll reach the exit in a little bit. To the left is 
Lone Trail, to the right, New Trail." 


"Original names." 
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He laughed. "You got what 'cha call a dry wit. I like 
that. Makes me smile. Some people around here didn't go 
very far in school though. They're not going to catch on. 
Might think you're uppity." 

"That's okay. I can handle that." 

"I got a feeling you can handle just about anything 
this county's got to throw at ya, son." 

"One hopes." Although I wasn't so sure about Jesse- 


Belle. 
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CHAPTER TWO 


"Marshal Mason?" 

I turned. One of the mothers was barreling up the 
path toward me, two small children clinging to her fingers. 

"This is Jubilee Mason," she said to the kids. "He's 
a US Marshal." 

The kids stared up at me as if not sure what to do 
with this information. I didn't either. I already knew I was 
Jubilee Mason. 

"Must run," she trilled as if I'd been keeping her. I 
gave her a friendly smile and stepped back. I tried not to 
stress as I watched my nephews walk into the school 
building. Andre stopped to give me another wave. I waved 
back, keeping a smile on my face. I worried about the boys, 
especially when they asked about their dad, like they just 
had that morning. 

"You won't never go away, will you?" Andre had 
asked. I'd had no heart to correct my seven-year-old 
nephew's grammar. I wouldn't leave the kids... unless my 
job took me away. 

And I vowed to myself I'd always come home. I'd 
grown up without a dad. It marked me somehow... and my 
sister. I didn't want the same for the boys. 


I shook off a severe case of uncle-itis and checked 
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my cell phone. Still no call. I always get anxious when I'm 
about to work a case. I knew that diversion was key. I 
should take advantage of this rare, small break in my 
schedule and grab some breakfast at Tasty's Diner. Until 
my call came through, I could relax with a cup of coffee 
and, I hoped, pancakes without a hint of honey butter. I'd 
weaned myself off the stuff in the years I'd been in Dallas. 
Now I was back in glorious Lone Trail, there wasn't a 
single food item that didn't come dripping in the stuff. 

To be honest, my pants were a little snug in the 
waist and it wasn't an attractive thing for a single man. Not 
that I had much chance of scoring here. With a population 
of under two thousand, the only gay men in town were me 
and Earl... and God knew I could never date Earl the Girl 
as everybody called the poor guy—including, rather 
proudly, Earl himself. 

I walked down Oak Street, shifting my belt, making 
sure my holster was well hidden underneath my jacket. 
That was my excuse anyway. To be truthful, I was worried 
my belly might be hanging slightly over the belt. 

It was hot. Man, oh man, it was hot. But I had to 
carry. It was part of the job. Thank God. I always had to be 
ready to jump into action and today I had to be ready for 
anything. 

Carrying my Glock 40 caliber reminded me I hadn't 
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lost everything in coming home. Sometimes when I spent 
my mornings arguing with the twins over who had the 
biggest bowl of cereal and whose Rice Krispies crackled 
and snapped the loudest in the milk, it drove me nuts. 

Truth is, I love the boys, but I itch to get back into 
action after a domestic weekend. Bad stuff had been 
happening in Lone Trail. Very bad. I'd filed for and 
received permission to carry a second gun. I had a sneaky 
feeling I'd need the Sig 357 now stashed in my leg holster. 
Not to mention the stun gun in my pocket. 

I'd been idling at life's curb too long helping my 
sister over her grief at losing her husband. I'm grateful for 
the time I've been able to spend with her and the boys. 
They are my kids too now, bonded by more than blood. 
There's something precious between us. But things are 
changing fast in Lone Trail. Terrible things... and I didn't 
think I'd have to wait too long for something to happen. 

Dang. I spotted Elsie DePriest crossing the road 
toward me. She was a stunning woman who seemed smart, 
but she'd married that buffoon Dillon, so maybe she was a 
big dumb-ass too. 

"Hey, Elsie." 

She stopped and scowled at me, her arms full of 
fabric and oh, lord, was that a yoga mat? Don't tell me that 


trend's caught on in Lone Trail... 
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"Hey, sugar." Every woman in these parts called 
you sugar. There was nothing... flirtatious in it. She 
snapped her gum. I could smell it as she blew a small green 
bubble. Apple flavored. 

"You know what that fool's gone and done?" 

By fool, I was certain she meant her husband, but I 
knew I had to keep up the facade of respectin' the local 
sheriff. 

"No. Which fool?" I hoped I looked genuinely 
clueless. 

"My ass of a husband. He's gone behind my back 
and—" 

Her cell phone chirped from her big, fringe-covered 
red, white, and blue purse. Actually it sang. Suds in the 
Bucket. Elsie's pristine, manicured fingers didn't look like 
they ever touched suds, dishes or any kind of buckets, but I 
suspected that was because she worked hard to make it look 
that way. 

"Hold this for me, sugar." She thrust all her fabrics 
into my arms and fumbled in her purse. 

I saw my sister driving past on her way to her new 
medical billing classes. She gave me a finger wave. I 
couldn't wave back and I think she was laughing. 

Elsie took out the most blinged-out cell phone I'd 


ever seen. "What is it, Jesse-Belle?" she snapped when she 
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checked the readout. 

Jesse-Belle. I stifled a groan. Elsie's cousin is the 
biggest man eater in town. Trouble is she has her sights, 
and none too insignificant teeth, set on taking a chomp out 
of me. 

Elsie grunted, rolled her eyes a couple of times and 
muttered, "Don't be a fool, JB I'm not letting you use my 
photo so you can find an online date," before ending the 
call. She dropped her phone back into the purse and 
retrieved her items from my arms. 

"Dillon used our damned miles for some fool 
mission. Chasing after some big-city cop. As if we don't 
have enough of them running around here!" 

She'd piqued my interest until she said, "At first I 
thought he was having an affair." 

"Oh, Elsie, he'd never do that!" Nobody else would 
touch him... not even with a ten-foot bull hook. 

"Hmmm..." She thinned her lips, the expression in 
her eyes dangerous. Zf were Dillon I'd make her taste-test 
all my meals before eating them myself. She is pissed! 

She went off muttering to herself about fools' 
errands and people thinking they were Rambo. I had no 
idea what any of this meant but decided I definitely owed 
myself a decent breakfast after all this domestic stress. 


I checked my cell phone again as I turned the corner 
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onto Main Street. 

The screen door to Tasty's was ajar. I could smell 
bacon on the air. I started salivating then remembered I was 
trying to cut back on heart attack cooking. 

"What'll it be, sugar?" The waitress who approached 
me looked like she'd been up all night. She yawned as she 
slid me a cup of coffee. 

"Pancakes, please." 

"You like the short stack, plenty of butter, I 
remember." 

I was about to argue about the butter when she said, 
"It always surprises me seeing you eat this stuff. You a 
marathon runner and all. " She took off before I could 
respond. 

My cell phone rang. It wasn't a number I 
recognized. I took the call. It was the damned local rag 
asking if I wanted to subscribe. The nerve! The fact that 
Lone Trail had its own newspaper was a joke. There was 
little to write about. Everything newsworthy that went on in 
the town was so beneath the surface that it was impossible 
to report. I wondered how many locals knew how bad the 
drug trade really was here. Drugs and theft were things that 
came from outsiders and they left their marks. 

Yeah, they were a problem and trouble was 


brewing. Big trouble. But on a lazy day like today, it didn't 
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look like it. Within the town were hard-working folk who 
couldn't even buy a beer since they'd passed a law to stop 
selling liquor. 

"No thanks," I told the man on the other end of the 
line, interrupting his ridiculous litany of prices. I ended the 
call and sipped my coffee. It was good. I couldn't get 
Pauline to buy a decent brand of coffee. She thought it was 
a waste of money. Consequently I had a freezer full of 
Starbucks' Christmas blend. I'd bought tons to save some 
bitching. It was now May and I was beginning to worry 
about my supply. She claimed not to care a fig about 
gourmet coffee but somebody was helping me mow 
through those beans. 

I flicked a gaze around the cafe out of habit. Three 
people at the counter. One guy was reading the paper. 
Correction. He had the paper in front of him and a checklist 
of names. It took me a couple of seconds to figure out he 
was the idiot calling people for subscriptions. I could hear 
him talking to some woman on the phone. 

"Ma'am," he was saying. "This is a good 
investment!" 

Oh, brother. | watched him for a moment. The guy 
was up to no good. This was a weird place to be doing 
business... on the other hand, maybe he'd needed a change 


of scenery. Who was I? The subscription police? Another 
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thought occurred to me. How the hell had he got hold of 
my number? I watched the man dispiritedly punch new 
numbers into his cell phone. 

My pancakes arrived in a sea of butter. I would 
have said something if I hadn't been so obviously drooling. 
I took a bite and almost moaned in ecstasy. I sipped some 
coffee and glanced back at the guy at the counter. He was 
circling a name on his list. 

I gotta get a grip on reality. I see bad things even 
when they aren't there... I sighed. There were sixteen miles 
between Lone Trail and the east Texas branch of the US 
Marshals office in the city of Tyler and yet the two places 
couldn't be more different. Tyler had a lot going for it. I'd 
tried to coax Pauline into moving there, but she refused. 

"I got an all-brick house. What do I gotta move for? 
I know it's seen better days but it's a fantastic house." 

Pauline and her husband, Oakie, had bought the 
place on Pitchfork Road ten years ago. I wondered in which 
century the house had seen those better days, because it 
was pretty much a dump now. 

My cell phone rang. This time I recognized the 
number and took the call. 

"Steve." I took two more bites of pancake, finished 
my coffee, and left some cash on the table. I hit the road. 


I'd left his black SUV at the house, having walked the kids 
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to school. 

I squinted as I stepped out into the sun. The 
commander of Tyler's Fugitive Task Force talked rapidly 
into my ear as I walked the few short blocks to my SUV. 

"Just got a call from one of my informants," Steve 
said. "He says that Jones is holed up in a house just three 
miles out of Lone Trail." 

Reggie Jones was the fugitive that my team had 
been actively chasing for three weeks. The man had more 
girlfriends than I'd had hot dinners, and the idiots willingly 
harbored him... until things got too hot and he moved on to 
the next chick. Jones had an uncanny knack of sensing 
when the law was close... vanishing into the dust. 

"How good is your source?" I asked Steve. It was a 
fair question. Somehow we always wound up at some 
house, the only sign of Jones being the lingering scent of 
his creepy Brut aftershave. 

"I'm pretty confident we got good information." 

The US Marshals had been keeping tabs on him. I 
had participated in raids up and down Texas that always 
left us empty-handed but we'd been tightening the net, 
closing in on the gang banger who'd gunned down ten-year 
old Petey Morrison in a drug deal gone bad. 

Petey had been an innocent bystander, caught in the 


crossfire as he walked to school one morning, the same 


31 


Orgasmic Texas Dawn A.J. Llewellyn and D.J. Manly 


school my nephews Andre and Philip attended. Since then, 
I'd made sure those boys were inside the building before I 
left them each morning. 

"The source is an eyewitness." 

Hoo-boy. Dillon DePriest was gonna be sore as hell 
when he found out that we'd taken down Jones. Dillon 
would freak out that once again, I wasn't involving the 
sheriff's office in a major case, but his wife had told me he 
was out of town and I didn't trust the rest of the sheriff's 
department not to screw things up. 

This couldn't wait. Not that I would have felt 
inclined to inform DePriest even if he'd been here. I 
enjoyed thwarting the man. It was one of my only sources 
of amusement in Lone Trail. That, and playing Wii games 
with the boys. 

I covered the short distance to the ugly house I 
shared with them and Pauline. I climbed into the SUV, 
cranking over the engine. Steve said, "I'll text you the 
address. Sims and Garcia will meet you two blocks away in 
the parking lot of a local church. I'll be in touch." 

Steve ended the call. A few seconds later, the 
address showed up on my cell phone. I punched it into the 
navigation system. I stared for a moment. Wait... I knew 
this address. 

But how? Who did it belong to? 
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I called Steve back. "We got a name on who lives at 
the house?" 

"Some guy. Reggie's been there a couple days from 
what I hear." 

"I know this address," I said. "I've been there. I'm 
trying to place it. I think—" 

Holy fuck. It was Earl the Girl's house. 

"A guy named Earl lives there." 

"He a friend of yours?" Steve asked. 

"Yeah... I mean... I know him." My mind raced. 
Come to think of it, I hadn't seen Earl around much the past 
couple of days. I could hear Steve talking in the 
background. 

"Well, you're right. Home owner is a guy called 
Earl Pruitt." 

"That's him. Listen, Steve. I know Earl. There's no 
way he's hiding a fugitive willingly." 

There was silence for a moment. The implications 
were deadly. 

"You're sure about that." 

"Positive." I voiced the thoughts I knew Steve 
shared with me. That sick fuck Jones had picked an easy 
target. A weak link in the community chain of Lone Trail. 
Earl Pruitt was a kind, lonely, goofy gay man living alone 


in a town that tolerated his sexual persuasion simply 
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because he was so nice... and because the truth was, Earl 
didn't have a boyfriend. The men in Lone Trail liked him 
because he kept their women happy by helping them with 
their sewing and cooking. 

Earl was no threat. 

To a predator like Reggie Jones, he was a 
particularly easy target. 

"I think we could have a hostage situation on our 
hands," I said. "Assuming we have the advantage of a 
surprise attack, we could end things quick and easy." 

Steve hesitated a fraction of a second. "I'll alert the 
rest of the team." 

I drove fast, worried about Earl now. As I turned the 
corner a couple of miles later into Gator Street, Garcia, the 
lone female officer in my unit, waved to me from across the 
road. 

I turned the SUV around. She and Sims were in the 
Sixth Baptist Church parking lot. They both looked grim as 
I slid the vehicle into park and hopped outside. 

"So he might have your friend hostage?" Sims 
asked. 

"Yeah. Could be. Vest up." 

My cell phone rang. It was Steve. I put him on 
loudspeaker. "The suspect is hiding out at an all-brick 


single-family home. It's painted white. White picket fence. 
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Mason, you, Garcia, and Sims will cover the front. We've 
got the back and sides covered by two other units. There's 
an undercover unit at the end of the street by the abandoned 
plant nursery there." 

He ended the call. For now. We opened our trunks, 
retrieving our bullet-proof vests and weaponry. We used 
big guns on raids. The latest weapon of choice for our unit 
was the AR-15 semi-automatic rifles. 

I removed the belt I'd been wearing and strapped on 
my utility belt that held my handcuffs and baton. I plugged 
my Glock into the holster and checked the magazine for 
bullets. 

Finally, we all adjusted our headsets, testing the 
earpieces for clarity so Steve could start communicating 
with us as a team. We got into my SUV. Garcia rode 
shotgun, Sims sat in back. Garcia held a piece of paper with 
Jones's stats, including a large photo of his current 
appearance. We all took a close look at it. Had to make sure 
we grabbed the right guy. 

He was African American and the last time I had 
seen his photo the man had worn long dreadlocks. 

These were gone now and his hair was cropped 
close to his head. At twenty-seven, Jones had an extensive 
criminal record that appeared to go back to the womb. 


Well, seven to be precise. At that age, he'd accidently shot 
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his mother who'd remained in a coma for years before 
dying. 

Jones seemed to make a habit of shooting people by 
accident. 

His current charges were murder, possession of an 
illegal automatic weapon (this was a huge charge since he'd 
been out on probation at the time of Petey's death), felony 
theft, felony drug possession, and felony conspiracy 
charges and, thanks to all his escapes, resisting arrest. 

"My kinda guy," Garcia cracked. 

I loved Silvia Garcia. She often partnered with me 
and she was solid as a rock. 

"Let me know when the wedding is," I said, trying 
to keep things light. 

"We're registered," she responded."At the Dollar 
Tree." 

The laughter we all shared broke the tension. As we 
sped to Earl's house, several SUVs were already out front. 

So much for a surprise attack. Three vehicles had 
surrounded what was obviously Jones's car. He wouldn't be 
driving anywhere anytime soon if he made it out of the 
house. 

It was weird how quiet the street was. Not a lot of 
houses were here... this was the bad end of town where a 


lot of families had lost their homes and moved out. Jones 
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had been smart to pick this section to hole up in. 

I wonder who ratted him out? 

I got out of the SUV and as I adjusted my earpiece, 
Steve's voice came in loud and clear. 

"Mason's team take the front. There's been no 
movement. I'm sure they know we're here but they haven't 
come anywhere near the windows." 

I was only half-listening. I was tuning into the 
house. I could sense Earl's despair. Probably nothing like 
this had ever happened in the poor man's life. I just hoped 
they could get him out of it alive. 

My team members took up their positions. I glanced 
to my right, caught Steve's gaze. Steve held up two fingers 
as he moved to the side of the house. Glancing to my left, I 
saw Rollis, leader of team three, had taken up their posts on 
the other side of the house. He gave me a small nod. 

The house was now completely surrounded by law 
enforcement. 

I began knocking on the door. 

"Earl?" I knocked louder. Nothing. 

I repeatedly called Earl's name as the team members 
began looking in the windows and under door cracks. I 
tried the handle. I'd berated Earl for leaving his door 
unlocked when I'd come here with my nephews. He'd 


picked a fine time to start listening to me. 
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"I smell gas," Garcia said, from where she lay prone 
at my feet. 

Gas. Holy heck. We had to go in. 

"Team two, bring the ram," I muttered into the 
mouth piece I twisted around to my lips. 

Everything happened so fast. Team two brought the 
gigantic battering ram, blowing the front door off its 
hinges. The stench of gas was strong now. 

A small kitten lay just inside the door gasping for 
breath. 

I knew that Earl's cat, Felicity, had just had four 
kittens. One had been ear-marked for my boys. I picked up 
the kitten and put her on the sofa so she wouldn't be 
trampled in the rush to find Earl. I opened the window 
above her head just an inch. Best I could do for now. 

Sims and I handled the closets—still the favorite 
hiding places for fugitives. "I have a feeling Jones left 
already. Who the fuck tips him off is anybody's guess," I 
said into my mouthpiece. 

A few guys concurred. We moved forward. Team 
three had crashed through the back door. The teams 
methodically re-checked all closets and alcoves. We 
checked every place we could think of. 

Sims yanked the door open for the attic crawl space, 


scrabbling up the shaky wooden stair case that emerged. 
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Nothing. 

Earl's bedroom door was closed. I knew from 
experience this was bad news. I probably wouldn't find Earl 
laying back reading Louis L'Amour novels. 

I turned the handle, leading my team inside. A big 
part of me curled up and wept when we saw Earl hog-tied 
on the bed. He lay on his belly, on the verge of death, his 
arms and feet tethered behind him. 

The man started to cry through his rasping last 
breaths—or so it seemed to me. His cat lay beside him. She 
had stayed right by him to the end. 

"Fuck, Earl." Tears filled my eyes as I screamed for 
an ambulance. I threw my gun strap over my shoulder and 
picked up my friend. 

"Gah!" Earl was obviously in pain. "Felicity," he 
gasped. 

I reached down to scoop up the limp cat, carrying 
them outside. I placed Felicity on the faded, warped 
wooden porch, not sure if she was alive or dead, but I'd 
done as Earl had asked. I worked frantically to untie Earl, 
turned him over and gave him mouth to mouth. 

Earl began to sputter and cough. 

Garcia was working on the cat now, rubbing the 
feline body between her hands. 


As the ambulance arrived, team four informed me 
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that as I'd suspected, Jones had once again eluded us. 

"Judging by the smell of gas, he's been gone at least 
an hour. We got here just in time," Steve said. 

"Kittens," Earl moaned. 

As soon as the paramedics took control of him, I 
stormed the house looking for the remaining kittens. Two 
were near death in a basket in the kitchen. One was 
nowhere to be found, but the fourth one, the tiny kitten I'd 
found on the floor, was struggling to walk around on the 
sofa. 

I took her outside where Garcia now held a groggy 
Felicity in her arms. One of the paramedics was giving the 
cat oxygen. 

Somehow the local news crew had found out. 

Oh, boy, DePriest is gonna hate this. A feel-good 
story for the locals and he ain't here to take credit for 
rescuing Earl and his cats. 

I held the kitten, pleased to see Rollis emerging 
from the house with the missing one. 

"She was in a shoe box in Earl's bedroom. Looks 
like Jones raided Earl's closet for clothes before he left. 
There's a ton of stuff gone." 

"He stole my dresses," Earl bleated as the 
ambulance raised the gurney he was on. "I hand-stitched 


them all. If I could turn back time!" 
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When a few of the assembled marshals began to 
laugh, Earl started to sing the Cher song. What a ham... 

"Look after my babies, Jubilee," he called out mid 
song as the paramedics led him away. 

I nodded. Now we had to hunt for a cross-dressing 
fugitive who'd cut his hair and would be dressed like Cher 
ready to take a curtain call at a Las Vegas burlesque show. 

"We done a good thing," Sims said, clapping me on 
the shoulder. "We rescued Earl... just one thing. Whaddya 
think Dillon DePriest will say?" 


"I have no idea." J can hear his screams from here. 


I stopped at Super 1 Foods on Trouper Highway on 
my way home. I expected a fuss when I walked into the 
store carrying a cardboard box containing Felicity and her 
screaming Mimi's. I was prepared to explain it was too hot 
to leave them in the car, but it turned out everybody had 
either seen the raid on the TV or heard about it. I was 
treated like a hero when I walked in, the store manager and 
one of the cashiers helping me load up on food for my new 
furry friends. 

"Felicity likes Fancy Feast and the kittens like the 
kitten food," the manager said. 

"How do you know that?" 


"I heard it on the news. Earl is all worried you won't 
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feed 'em right." The little runt... how dare he... 

I stocked up on food, litter and box, a couple of 
catnip toys and accepted the gift of a returned special-order 
basket. "It was for a bridal shower, but the bride canceled 
the wedding. The stuff in it's weird but the basket'll make a 
nice bed for the critters," the store manager said. I thanked 
him and loaded the car. I drove home, the box beside me. 
Felicity kept her amber eyes on me, her kittens manically 
feeding from her. At least they'd stopped screaming. 

My cell phone rang. I checked the readout and 
vaguely recognized the number. I didn't pick up. I let it go 
to voicemail then checked my recent incoming calls. It was 
the idiot who'd called trying to sell me a newspaper 
subscription that morning. Why was he calling again? 

I parked in the driveway and carried everything 
inside. The boys would go berserk over the new additions, 
but in the meantime, I, who knew nothing about the care 
and feeding of cats and kittens, plonked some dishes of wet 
food and a water bowl on the kitchen floor. 

When I emptied out the gift basket I saw that the 
store manager hadn't been kidding. It contained some eye- 
opening specialty goods including canned rattlesnake and 
one filled with worm larvae. 

I bet they say it tastes just like chicken... 


I found a soft towel in the linen closet and lined the 
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basket before putting it on the floor. Felicity was sniffing 
the empty litter box so I quickly poured in some litter and 
placed it against the wall, putting the basket beside it. She 
threw herself into it, as if exhausted and I scooped up the 
kittens in there with her. 

She gave me a reproachful look that said, Thanks 
buddy. I never get a break around here. 

I closed the door from the kitchen to the rest of the 
house. I had no idea if the kittens were house trained but at 
least I knew where they were, contained this way. 

My clothes stank of gas. Checking my watch, I saw 
I just had time to shower and change and pick up the boys 
from school. Pauline was in her computer class all day for 
medical billing, a job I'd encouraged her to take because 
she'd be able to work from home. 

I stripped quickly and showered. I could hear a 
noise at the back door. What the fuck? I turned off the taps 
and grabbed my towel and my gun from the holster in the 
bedroom. I ran down the hall naked as somebody made a 
clumsy job of trying to break into the house. 

When I opened the door, gun cocked, I stared at the 
surprised face of the 'subscription salesman'. I had to work 
hard not to laugh. The man was wearing yellow washing-up 
gloves. 


Boy, he really was desperate and stupid. 
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"Hands up," I said. 

The man just stared at me, perhaps frozen in shock. 

"Listen, asshole. I don't have all day. I gotta get 
dressed and pick the kids up from school." 

The man ran. 

Geez... I hate when they run. 

I wrapped my towel around my waist, ran after the 
guy, and karate-chopped him on the back of the neck. The 
guy went down. One yellow glove flew off his hand. As he 
lay flat on his face, the unconscious man's open mouth left 
a thin line of blood on the parched grass. 

"Stay there," I muttered, running back inside to 


change. 
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CHAPTER THREE 


To come from the most populated, culturally 
diverse city in Canada to a small town in Texas constituted 
a little bit more than just a change of scenery. When Dillon 
drove onto Main Street in Lone Trail on that first evening 
in early May, frankly, I was speechless. This wasn't just 
culture shock, I was literally in shock. 

"Glad you're going to see a bit of the town before 
we lose the light." Dillon slowed down deliberately to point 
out some of the local sights. Frankly, it wouldn't have been 
much of a loss but I didn't say so. 

"That right there is Tasty's Diner. Damn good grits 
and chicken fried steak!" 

I glanced at the colorful building with the huge 
front window and little terrace out front. I could feel my 
arteries clogging as Dillon ran down some of the other high 
fat, cholesterol infused treats that could be had at Tasty’s. 

"That blue building is Doc Worthington's office," he 
went on. "In the back is where his brother pulls teeth. 
Plenty parkin'. Next block is the gift shop over on the left; 
Ella-May hand crafts most things, as well as imports 
antiques. You can buy some dandy presents in there." 

The small shop was decorated with all kinds of 


dangly things in the small window. I couldn't really make 
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out what they were. Might have been mobiles for babies. 

"That was the bar." Dillon pointed across the road 
to a gray stone building, "Until counsel decided to make 
this a dry town. I was against it. Causes us more trouble 
than if they just served the drinks there." 

"I bet," I said. I could just imagine the trade in 
illegal booze running. 

"They serve nonalcoholic drinks and make their 
money off the entertainment. Also serves as the legion hall. 
We go dancin' there. Of course, the teens can go now too, 
kinda a family place. And there's the Texaco station over 
there," he pointed in the distance, "and the fireworks stand. 
We have a couple of those." 

"Boom," I said. 

He grinned at me. "The last interesting place is the 
general store around the corner there." He made the turn 
and pointed out a two story building across from a large 
park. A huge American flag hung above the door. "This is 
brand-new, and I defy you not to find what you're looking 
for in there. They sell food, clothes, and tools, everything 
you want. Post office is just beside it. You want car parts 
though, you gotta go to Texaco. You can pick up a nice 
secondhand car in the lot behind the garage... and the 
drugstore, oh yes... if you got something that ails you, 


that's on the other side of Doc's office. The police station, 
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schools and churches are all over there, and they keep the 
fire truck and ambulance there too." He pointed right. 
"They wanted to build one of those Walmarts here, and we 
voted against it. Did I leave out anything? Let me think 
now." 

He'd left out everything as far as I could see. No 
decent bars, no gyms, no sushi. Not much of anything 
really. What did people do here? 

Dillon drove down the side streets, lined with 
modest houses. The farther he went, the more horses and 
cows I saw. Dillon paused for a chicken or two in the road 
every once in awhile. 

"I'm taking you on the scenic route." 

"I guess," I said, watching as a Rhode Island Red 
picked its way across the road. As we sped on, I saw a junk 
yard, a few outhouses, and a lot of places that sold berries 
and veggies gracing the sides of the roads. Plenty of people 


paused to stare as Dillon poked out his head and waved at 


them. 

"They're curious about the new boy in town," he 
laughed. 

"Big news." 

"Every time someone passes gas here, it's big 
news." 


"Great." 
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"Think I'll turn around now," Dillon announced. 
"Just wanted to give you a feel for the town. You got one?" 

"Oh yeah." 

"Don't worry. Anything you need, we can go into 
Fort Holiday for. They got more shopping there." He 
looked at me then turned into someone's driveway. A 
broken down shack could be seen at the far end of the road, 
behind it a field with a lot of rusted junk, strewn around. 
"Someone left their cake out in the rain," I murmured. 

He nodded. "More than their cake. Over yonder is 
that bed and breakfast I was telling you about," Dillon said. 
He stared for a long time then seemed to wake himself out 
of a trance, "but you stay with us until we find you 
something special. The case against Miss Jones is still 
pending. She hasn't seen a judge yet. I think we better not 
mess with things." 

"That's okay," I said. "Think I'll go up a notch 
above the Madame's place." 

"That's what I like about you. You see humor in 
most everything. So, see, ten minutes and we're back in 
town. If I hang a left here, I'm going more residential. And 
over there is the police station, and the fire hall." He 
pointed to two modest buildings sitting over on a concrete 
lot. There were three police cars in the parking lot, and a 


fire truck. "Across the street is Mayor Singer's office. 
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Beyond that is the school then there are three churches, 
Baptist, Anglican, and Catholic, as well as a few we don't 
like to talk about." 

"The ones with snakes and such?" I made a face. 

"Yep." 

"Okay." 

"And the Marshal's office is being temporarily 
housed in the old art museum beside the school." He 
scowled. "But I hear they don't use it much. Jubilee's 
become real secretive like... they tend to meet in Tyler, the 
headquarters for the US Marshals in these parts. They're 
renovating this building for their new office. Old one 
burned to the ground. That's mebbe where you'll find 
Jubilee. Which reminds me, ever had any fireman trainin'?" 

"Ah... no." 

"We kinda do both here when needed. In fact, 
anyone can pitch in, even my arch nemesis, Jube, helped 
me put out a moonshine making fire a few weeks back. I 
gotta kick seeing him with his face all sooty." He chuckled. 
"TIl show you the ropes and the truck and such. Easy 
peasy." 

"Okay," I replied. What else could I say to easy 
peasy? 

"This is my street." Dillon turned the truck on to a 


quiet, treelined street. "Honeysuckle Circle." 
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"Great name. A lot of honeysuckles, right?" 

He laughed. "Kieran. I'm never quite sure about that 
wit of yours, you funnin' me again about the 
honeysuckles?" 

I grinned. "Kind of." 

He laughed, shook his head. "Good thing I like you 
boy, or you'd get a good whoopin'." 

I was the one who laughed this time. I scanned the 
houses on both sides of the circular street and decided it 
was quite pleasant. Although I loved my city, it was not 
always the best place for serenity. This was nothing but 
serene. The houses were all modest, American style with 
nice verandas and colorful shutters. American flags waved 
proudly in the backyards, sometimes even a Confederate 
one. Oh those Yankees, I thought, so patriotic. Something 
to be said for it I supposed. The only time Canadians flew 
the flag was on Canada Day or when someone died. 

Dillon pulled his old pickup into the driveway. 
Right in front of it sat another one, with Lone Trail Police 
written on it. 

"Why do you have two identical trucks?" I asked 
curiously. "Can't you use the police vehicle?" 

"I guess I could but I prefer not," he replied. "One 
for work, one for leisure makes it simple. I have to report 


gas expenses and such, and Singleton can get a bit fussy 


50 


Orgasmic Texas Dawn A.J. Llewellyn and D.J. Manly 


about expenses." 

"Oh." 

"And I didn't want to leave the police vehicle at the 
airport for obvious reasons. You know how it is, don't you, 
son? Some people love us, and some just don't. There's in- 
between." 

He had that right. The only time people were glad to 
see us was when they were getting their asses kicked. 

"If the vehicle would have gotten vandalized, 
Mayor Singer would have been cawing down my throat 
like an irritated crow during hunting season. I haven't told 
him about you yet." 

"What do you mean you haven't told him about 
me?" 

"Well, didn't exactly tell him I was hiring you on." 

I looked at him. 

"No worries. I'll handle it. He'll agree, just have to 
take it out of the petty cash if he wants to stop the crime 
wave in these parts." 

"If there's going to be a problem, I..." 

"There won't be a problem. Don't fret about that. 
Just leave it to me." 

"Okay," I replied but I was a little nervous. 

"Well, come on," he opened the door. "I'll get your 


bags. You must be starved. My little plum tart promised to 
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fix us a mess of fried chicken." 

I got out and stretched my legs as Dillon took my 
suitcases out of the back seat. I decided to ignore the fact 
that I was a health nut and didn't eat fried anything. I 
acknowledged my growling stomach instead and admitted 
I'd eat just about anything at the moment. 

The sheriff's house was nice. A two-story colonial- 
style, it was painted green with black shutters and awnings. 
The treelined path to the front steps was sprouting pretty 
flowers, no doubt honeysuckles, although I couldn't have 
identified those if my life depended on it, and there was an 
inviting looking swing hanging from the veranda ceiling. 

Dillon pulled open the front door and called out. 
"We're home and damn glad of it! Elsie, where you at, 
woman?" 

"In the kitchen, can't leave the chicken, Dill!" 

"Put down that bag," he told me. "Let's go take a 
gander at that chicken." 

I followed the sheriff down a long hallway, lined 
with family photos. There was a staircase to the left which 
led upstairs. Straight ahead was a large living room. There 
were more family photos on the wall. The modest looking 
furniture had a real lived-in look, and was littered with 
comfy throws and overstuffed cushions. A huge flat screen 


television was the only really modern thing about the room, 
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and it was hung on the wall, prominently as a centerpiece. 

The sheriff stopped me and placed a hand on my 
shoulder when he saw me looking at the television. "My 
one indulgence," he said, pointing at it. "I settle in to watch 
the Dallas Cowboys on that thing. It's heaven. You like 
football, Kieran?" 

"Yeah," I admitted. "I do. I used to play back in 
high school." 

"Hot damn. Were you any good?" 

"Not bad." 

"What position?" 

"Quarterback." 

"That's just peachy. Who you root for?" 

I smiled. "Dallas now?" 

He chuckled and ruffled my hair. "Smart boy." 

The smell from the kitchen wafted to my nostrils 
suddenly. It was intoxicating. I was hungry enough to eat a 
horse. 

Dillon took me past a small dining room with a nice 
hutch filled with fancy dishes and a matching dinette set, 
then bid me to enter a fairly large kitchen with wood 
cabinets and white appliances. 

Dillon's wife stepped away from the deep fryer and 
wiped her hands on her apron. A huge plate of sizzling 


fried chicken sat on a platter nearby. 
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Dillon reached for a piece and she slapped his hand. 

"Not yet." The tall lady with a slightly outdated 
hairstyle smiled, and when she did, she was actually 
prettier than I first thought. Too pretty for Dillon DePriest, 
that's for sure. "Detective Fox," she announced, walking 
over to take a look at me. She glanced at her husband, "Oh 
my, you were right, Dill, he is a handsome one." 

I laughed. "Thank you. I'm flattered." I smirked at 
Dillon. "Did you say that I was handsome, Dillon?" 

"I said you were purty, actually." He nudged me 
with his elbow. "Don't let it go to your head." He reached 
over, grabbed Elsie and hugged her, half lifting her off the 
ground. 

"Dill, honestly," she protested, giggling. "We have a 
guest." She swatted him and he released her. 

"She's a tough one," he told me. "Always hitting 
me. Wonder I'm not black and blue." 

I smiled as Elsie protested. 

"He's going to make me burn my chicken," she 
squealed. "Any news on that Jones fella?" 

Dillon squinted at her. "Why would you be asking 
me about him?" 

She gaped at her husband. "It's been all over the 
news. You didn't hear?" 


Dillon paled. "Hear what?" 
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Her eyes widened with excitement. "He took poor 
Earl hostage. Jubilee Mason and his team... oh, Dill! It was 
so exciting! Well, they did a raid on the house and they 
rescued Earl and his cat. The kittens too. Jubilee took 'em 
home. Jones is on the run again and get this... he could be 
dressed like Cher." 

Dillon clenched the top of a kitchen chair with his 
hands. His fingers curled over the rungs so hard his 
knuckles were white. 

"When did this happen?" 

"This afternoon." 

Dillon's nostrils flared like the bellows on an 
accordion. 

"He should have involved my department. There are 
rules—" 

"You were out of town, Dill." She looked nervous. 

"Well, he didn't know that." 

She winced. "Actually, he did. I ran into him this 
morning." 

"And you told him I was outta town?" 

"You took my miles!" she squeaked. She had him 
there. 

Dillon looked like he wanted to rant and rage. "I'm 
calling Jube." 

"Don't call him Jube. He hates it." 
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Dillon gloated. "I know he does." He flipped his 
cell phone open and pressed some numbers. He put the 
phone to his ear and I watched him seethe with fury. 

"Jube. I heard about the raid. You need to call me." 

He closed the phone. 

"Now, you boys get washed up for dinner," Elsie 
said. "It'll be on the table in a little bit. Dill, take Detective 
Fox to the guest room and get him settled. Make sure he 
has everything." 

"Call me Kieran," I told Elsie as Dillon saluted 
comically. 

She smiled at me again. "Such a nice name, Kieran. 
Dill, did you warn him about Jesse-Belle?" 

"Where is she at anyway?" Dillon inquired. 

"Gone out with Markus." 

"That boy just got divorced. Rose is going to be 
after her." 

"They already had it out." She sighed. "You missed 
some more excitement." 

I listened but didn't really understand the gossip. 

Elsie gave me a sympathetic look. "Don't worry, 
Kieran," she said, "we'll explain who is who at dinner, and 
we'll protect you from Jesse-Belle, best we can." 

I smiled. "Thank you, ma'am. I feel safer already." 


Elsie swatted me this time. I grinned. 
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"Come on," Dillon said, "I can taste that chicken." 

A few minutes later I was sitting on a comfortable 
old bed in a small room at the end of the hallway. Beside 
the bed was a nightstand. A lamp and an alarm clock sat on 
it. The only other piece of furniture in the room was a 
bureau with three large drawers. In the first drawer was an 
old family bible. Above the bureau hung a picture of two 
cowboys facing off in a gunfight in some dusty town. 

I walked to the window and glanced out at the 
backyard. A few plastic chairs around a patio table and one 
of those outside fireplaces. A couple of men's shirts were 
hanging on the clothesline. 

I was feeling like a fish out of water, to borrow one 
of Dillon's potentially colorful expressions. I told myself I'd 
made the right choice coming here but there was nothing 
familiar to me at all. Take it day by day, Kieran, day by 
day. 

Once I was sitting at the table stuffing my face with 
homemade fried chicken and flavorful mashed potatoes, I 
had to admit I felt better. Talk about comfort food! 

It was amazing how Dillon had grown on me over 
the few short hours we'd spent together. Maybe I missed 
my dad, who'd died when I was sixteen. I bet Dillon was a 
great father. 

The thing was, I'd always prided myself on 
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summing people up fast. In my line of work, that was 
critical. Guess that's why my gaffe where Dishi was 
concerned hurt my pride so badly. He'd said he loved me, 
and I'd believed him. Even when I brought him in, I 
wondered if he had meant it, even if only when I was 
fucking him. But at that point, whether he'd loved me or not 
was irrelevant. It was over. 

Kieran. Okay, I admit, at first it was to distract you, 
to keep you off the trail. You were too close... but as time 
went on, I truly fell in love with you. I'm so sorry. 

I'm not letting you go. I'm taking you in. I don't 
want to hear any of your bullshit. Save your crocodile tears 
for some other sucker! 

"So, do you like it?" Elsie was looking at me. 

I came back to the present. "Oh, I'm so sorry, Elsie. 
Yes, it's wonderful. Forgive me, I was thinking about 
something else." 

She smiled. "I'm sure it's a big change for you, this 
place." 

I nodded. 

Dillon laughed. "You said a mouthful there, little 
darlin'." 

I smiled, my mind still on Dishi. Aside from him, 
I'd been pretty good at sizing up people and I could tell 


Dillon DePriest was a man with a big heart. He loved his 
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family and his community. He was smart, and he was 
honest. He had the kind of wisdom that comes with age, 
and I had to respect that. Dillon had come all the way to 
Vancouver to take advantage of my bad luck, to turn it into 
something else, maybe for the both of us. 

I put on a bright smile, realizing that I had to do 
what I'd been trained to do, make the best of the situation, 
and take up the challenge. I was ready. I had nothing else. I 
took the plunge. "So, who are Markus and Rose, and why is 
Rose going after your niece?" 

"Well," Elsie replied, looking more than happy to 
explain, "Rose and Markus were married for about five 
years. Have a little boy, cute as a button. They've been 
flirting with divorce for awhile, but they keep getting back 
together. Now Jesse has been playing around with Markus. 
Rose got word of it and today... well..." She looked at her 
husband. "We were in Tasty's and Rose comes a marchin' 
in. You know the way she gets. She walks right up to the 
table and says to Jesse, you leave that man of mine alone or 
I'm going to stomp all over your face." 

Dillon chuckled. "She could do it." 

"Sounds serious," I said. 

Elsie and Dillon were laughing like it was nothing. 

"Is she dangerous, this Rose woman?" I inquired. 


"They'll roll around in the mud, pull some hair, and 
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it will be all over with." Elsie waved her hand in the air. 
"Nasty when she drinks though. More chicken?" 

"Elsie, if I eat any more chicken, you're going to 
need to roll me out of here," I replied. 

She laughed. "Not an inch of fat on you." 

"But that might change... and I don't see a gym." 

"Don't need a gym," Dillon said, "you'll get enough 
exercise chasing these local idiots around." 

I laughed. 

"Gotta save room for apple pie," Elsie added, 
scraping back her chair. 

I groaned. 

She paused and grinned at me then looked at Dillon. 
"You said he was funny. Really cute too. What a 
sweetheart. You take ice cream with the pie or whipped 
cream, darlin'?" 

I started to laugh. This was a battle I wasn't going to 
win. "Whipped cream." 

"Lawdy, I swear," she muttered, "you people up in 
Canada don't eat." 

I watched her walk into the kitchen and I threw a 
helpless look at Dillon. 

He shrugged and rubbed his stomach. "See what 
she's done to me. This is you in a few months." 


"You jog?" 
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"Used to," he said. 

"Well, you can go jogging with me. I'll get you into 
shape." 

"Why don't I relish the thought of that?" He lifted a 
brow. 

I looked at him. 

"Okay, okay, but not tomorrow." 

"Next week." 

"You got a deal." 

I was just sampling Elsie's pie under her watchful 
eye when I heard a door close and a female voice ring out, 
"Do I smell Aunt Elsie's fried chicken?" 

"You might, child," Elsie called back, "but you're 
gonna have ta eat it cold. You're late!" 

A young blonde woman, heavily made up, walked, 
or rather tottered, into the dining room, in six-inch heels. 
She wore a dark blue mini skirt, a yellow tube top, and her 
gaze immediately zeroed in on me as she plunked her 
overstuffed handbag down on the table. "Well, howdy 
there!" 

I smiled and nodded. "Hello." 

"Jesse, this is Detective Fox," Dillon said, "and he's 
off limits. He's going to be very busy working with me, 
trying to clean up the mess we got going on in this town." 


"We got Jubilee for that." She chuckled. "I just 
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heard he foiled a burglary in his kitchen. Karate-chopped 
the guy and near broke his neck." In spite of her words, her 
gaze never left my face. "Aren't you a tall drink... of 
refreshin'." 

"Watch your manners," her aunt scolded. "Or no 
chicken." 

Some punishment, I thought. I wondered what she 
had to do to get no pie, maybe seduce a preacher? 

Dillon banged his fist on the table. "Why does 
everyone think that Jubilee Mason is the answer to every 
dang problem this here town has got? I'm the sheriff! I'm 
the law!" 

"Yes, Uncle," Jesse-Belle replied, "you're the 
sheriff... but he's a US Marshal." She pulled out a chair and 
sat down beside me. "He saved Earl's life today. He's so 
handsome too." She looked at me again. "Not sure which 
one of you is better lookin'. You married, Detective?" 

"No." 

"Gotta girl?" 

"No girl." 

She smiled. "You got the right name. You sure are a 
fox. You get it?" 

I smiled faintly. "Yeah, I got it." 

"You heard what I said," Dillon snapped and 


stalked out of the room, cell phone in hand. I had a funny 
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feeling he was about to rip Jubilee Mason a new one. 

Elsie shook her head as she stood up. "Why you 
gotta upset your uncle with that Jubilee talk? You know 
how it gets his goat when you make out like he's useless." 

"Not saying nothing that ain't true," she protested. 

Elsie pushed a plate at her, and Jesse-Belle began to 
heap food on it. She looked at me. "You from the city too?" 

"I'm from Vancouver," I replied. 

"Canadian? I didn't know they had hot men like 
you. I would have taken my last vacation there." 

"What are you talking vacation?" Elsie scoffed. 
"You haven't been no further than Houston, girl!" 

"I said, I'd like to go." She bit into the chicken. 
"You got a good scald on this one, Auntie." 

Elsie smiled. "How was work?" 

"Almost went to sleep. No one sends nothing this 
time of year." 

"Jesse works at the post office," Elsie informed me. 

"Oh." 

"Post office is beside the general store," Jesse said, 
"if you have a need to drop by. You know... somebody 
tried to mail a live dog from my counter once. All the way 
to California. I still can't get over that. We sell bait for 
fishin' too. You fish, Fox?" 


"Kieran." 
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"Love that name." 

"Thanks. I really haven't had much occasion to 
fish." 

"Oh. I'll take you sometime. Nice, secluded place." 

Elsie clicked her tongue. "Sure it's fishin' you got in 
mind there. You never mind." She got up to bring some of 
the plates into the kitchen. 

Jesse-Belle leaned closer and gave me a seductive 
smile. "I'll take you anywhere you want to go, fox." 

"Oh," I replied, "I guess..." I stood and picked up 
some dishes. "I need to help your aunt." 

I walked into the kitchen with an armful of dishes 
and Elsie glanced at me. "You don't need to do that." 

"My pleasure." 

"Just ignore her. She's bound to flirt with you. 
There's not a lot of men look as good as you in this town, 
except Jubilee and she's not his type." 

"Ah, can I help you with the dishes?" 

"Just going to put them in the dishwasher. Why 
don't you go find Dillon and see if you can calm him? 
Damn that niece of mine! Dillon is really bothered by 
what's been happening lately." 

"Because of this Jubilee guy?" I leaned on the sink. 

"He's a good man, looks after his sister, you know?" 


"T've been told." 
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"Trouble is... before he came, Dillon was the top 
man in this job. They don't know how to delegate. I think 
Dill is a bit threatened... he's growing older... slowing 
down. They have different ways of doing things, all this 
fancy equipment, and... new techniques. Sometimes I think 
Dillon feels left behind and just a little useless. Don't get 
me wrong, Dillon is a damn good cop. He knows this town. 
He knows the way to calm people down without a lot of 
shooting but Jubilee was a big city lawman. They just 
clash." 

"Sometimes the old way of doing things," I said, 
"works better in some situations." 

"I knew I liked you." She smiled. "You're going to 
be good for Dillon and give him a bit of bragging room. 
He's so proud to have gotten you here." 

"I hope I can live up to that." 

"You will. But what you said about the old ways... 
that's what I told Jubilee when I saw him the other day. 
They could get a lot more done if they put aside their damn 
egos." 

"And what did this Jubilee say to that?" 

"He agrees in principle. He's young and impatient, I 
think. And he works too much. And he's got his sister's kids 
to look out for. I think he's unhappy." 

I looked at her but I didn't say anything. Elsie 
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seemed to know a lot about everyone. I wasn't used to that. 

"He's given up his life to look after Philip and 
Andre," she continued. "Peggy's taking classes, trying to 
improve her situation. She does hairdressing on the side. 
It's been tough. But I remember Jubilee as a kid... he was 
always talking about going off to the big city, and here he 
is, back home again. Every woman in town chases after 
him... and still... no girlfriend, he's all work. Maybe—" 
She grinned. "They'll start chasing you and take some of 
the pressure off poor Jubilee. He won't have to run so fast." 

Beautiful, I thought, as I helped her load the 
dishwasher, just what I needed, to be chased after by a 
bunch of Texas belles. One advantage was that it should 
help me work off some of Elsie's cooking! 

Elsie closed the dishwasher. "Dillon really hopes 
that having you around will catch him up some, make him 
Jubilee's equal in all that modern stuff you guys do." 

"There are lots of ways of being equal, Elsie. 
They're not always exact." 

"You're pretty smart, aren't you?" She narrowed her 
eyes. 

I smiled. "I can be when I put my mind to it. 
Sometimes people my age forget what a man twenty years 
older can teach us. We learn a lot if we just listen." 


"Jubilee is about your age, in his mid to late 
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twenties. And don't you get me wrong; he's a nice fellow, 
polite, respectful... just... ah..." 

"Cocky?" 

She grinned. "That's it. Cocky." 

I laughed. "I'll see if I can't give him a run for his 
money, this cocky Marshal." 

"I'd appreciate that." 

I nodded. "I think you're pretty smart, too, Elsie," I 
said and left the kitchen, in search of Dillon. 

I quickly bypassed the dining room where Jesse was 
stilling feasting and went outside. Dillon was sitting on the 
swing and there was a squad car parked in front of the 
house. A police officer in uniform was leaning against the 
veranda post. He suddenly stood up straight. 

"There you are, Kieran," Dillon said, peeking at me 
from the swing. "This here is my second in command, Josh 
Bunker." 

"Gee, I'm awfully pleased to make your 
acquaintance, Detective Fox." Officer Bunker extended his 
hand. "The boss hasn't stopped singing your praises here. 
Welcome aboard." 

I shook the man's hand. He was in his thirties, with 
a military style haircut and sharp blue eyes. "Thanks, Josh. 
Call me Kieran." 


"All righty then. Kieran. I was just telling Dillon 
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how things were pretty quiet while he was off to fetch you, 
except for the Tanners. We got a tip they brought in some 
illegal alcohol. We'll drive out there tomorrow." 

"What about the raid?" 

The two cops traded hooded looks. 

Dillon glanced at me. "Should start you off nice. 
The Tanners. Been arrested more than once but they don't 
care. They just start all over. We'll be able to use you for 
sure tomorrow, Kieran." Dillon looked at Josh. "Kieran 
here is a crack shot." 

"Well, that's a relief." Josh headed down the stairs. 
"Those Tanners tend to shoot first and talk it over later." He 
raised a hand. "Got to get back to the station. Nice meeting 
you, Kieran." 

"Likewise," I called back, as he got into his police 
vehicle. 

"I want to know about this raid," I said. It had to be 
more exciting than some illegal hooch. 

Dillon stood. "'Memba I told you about a ten-year- 
old boy shot in the head a few weeks back?" 

"Yeah." 

"The guy who shot him's named Reggie Jones. 
Marshals have been after him for weeks. He took Earl—" 

"The swishy guy." 

"Yeah, right. The swishy guy. Took him hostage. 
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The Marshals closed in on him but Jones was gone. Left 
Earl hog-tied and the gas left on. Jones is moving up the 
Most Wanted list that's for sure." 

I had a million questions, but he said, "You can ride 
with me tomorrow but we'll need to issue you a vehicle, 
unless you want to drive your own." 

"I prefer a plain car. I'll see if I can get one." I 
wanted to meet Jubilee Mason now. I wondered if he and I 
would get along. I wondered how Dillon would feel if we 
did. 

"Got to get you signed on before I plunge you into 
the manure pile, don't I? Dang, that's going to slow us up 
tomorrow and best time is to get out there is when they're 
half asleep." 

"Seems a lot of effort over a few bottles of liquor." 

"Yeah, doesn't it?" He smiled. 

Wasn't sure what that meant but knowing Dillon, it 
meant something. 

"Oh, well, you can sign the contracts on the way to 
the Tanners. Now, let's get to bed. First light comes early. 
I'll tap on your door. We got to get out there before Jubilee 
gets wind of it, and messes everything up." 

I followed him inside and said a polite good night to 
the ladies. 


Elsie and Jesse were sitting at the dining room table 
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drinking coffee and gossiping when I excused myself to go 
upstairs. Jesse made some comment about tucking me in, 
which I ignored. I didn't put my bureau in front of the door 
but I thought about it. I was actually asleep as soon as my 
head hit the pillow. 

When Dillon knocked on my door, my eyes flew 
open. "Kieran, you awake?" 

"Ah, sure," I managed as I tried to rub the sleep out 
of my eyes. I peered at the clock. It was 5:46 am. 

"Bathroom is free. Grab a shower," Dillon hollered, 
"and come on down, breakfast is ready." 

"Just coffee," I groaned. I couldn't possibly eat 
anything. That meal, good as it was, was still sitting there 
in my stomach like a heavy rock. 

I looked at the clock again. I realized that if I was 
home, it would be 3:46 in the morning. Yet, in spite of the 
time difference, I'd probably slept better than I had in 
months and I was surprised to find that I was rather anxious 
to get into the job. 

I took a quick shower and ran my hand over the 
growth of beard on my face. I had that shadow going that I 
rather liked, but now it seemed more bush than shadow. I 
did a light skim with the razor until I was satisfied with the 
results. 


Back in the room, I took out my suitcase and found 


70 


Orgasmic Texas Dawn A.J. Llewellyn and D.J. Manly 


my navy summer suit. I looked at it and wondered if it 
would be overdone around these parts. I opted for a pair of 
dark indigo jeans and a forest green T-shirt instead, tied 
back my hair and shoved my feet into my comfortable 
black walking boots. I wondered if I'd be wearing cowboy 
boots in a few weeks. 

I threw my empty holster over my shoulder and 
buckled it. It felt strange without the weight of my 
handgun. I had no badge either. Dillon told me on the plane 
that he'd be correcting those omissions as soon as possible. 
I hoped so. I felt absolutely naked. 

Elsie was drinking her coffee at the table, her face 
stuck in the paper. 

"Jubilee nailed that guy who's been breaking into 
houses stealing women's panties," she said, lowering the 
paper. 

Dillon sat across from her, eating what looked like 
oatmeal. He glanced up at her, stone-faced. 

"Then you don't have to worry about him stealing 
yours," he said, slapping his spoon in the sludge. 

"I'm a little offended he hasn't already tried," she 
said. "I have such lovely undergarments." 

When Elsie saw me, she folded her paper and went 
to get up. I raised a hand. "I'll get the coffee." 


"You need to eat." She sank down into the chair. 
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"Not hungry." I smiled. "Coffee smells great." I 
went to the kitchen and poured some then came back to the 
dining room with the coffeepot. I refilled Elsie's cup and 
she reached up and squeezed my hand. "We're going to 
keep you. What a sweetie pie." 

I grinned like a little boy then asked Dillon if he 
wanted a refill. 

"No thanks, son," he said. "If I drink any more, I 
won't make it out to the Tanners." 

"Just put the pot here on the table," Elsie said. "I'm 
in a coffee drinkin' mood today." 

I sat the pot down and took a sip from mine. "Great 
coffee." 

"Ground it myself," she replied. 

"Bring your cup." Dillon scraped back his chair. 
"Come with me to the basement." 

I lifted an eyebrow and followed Dillon down the 
hallway. 

"Glad to see you didn't get all decked out in a suit," 
he muttered. 

"Wasn't sure what to wear." 

"It's fine what you got on. Knew dang well you 
wouldn't want to wear a uniform." Dillon opened a door 
near the staircase I'd mistaken for a closet when I arrived 


last night. He switched on a light and bounded down the 
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steps. A large gun case spanned the length of the entire wall 
about twelve feet. There were pistols, revolvers, and rifles 
of all kinds. 

"Holy shit!" I whistled between my teeth. 

He took out a key and unlocked the cabinet. "I'm a 
bit of a gun collector." 

"Just a bit?" 

He chuckled. 

I'd forgotten that this was Texas. Canadians had a 
very different history with guns, one I was rather pleased 
with, being in law enforcement. That didn't mean I didn't 
like guns. 

"Take your choice," he invited. 

I ran my hand over some of the weapons. Finally, I 
chose a Glock 22, chambered for the.40 S&W cartridge. It 
had a standard magazine capacity of fifteen rounds, 
although I was tempted by the seventeen. I also picked out 
an 870 Remington shotgun. This one had the standard four- 
round tube magazine under the barrel. 

Dillon nodded. "You know your weapons." 

I nodded. "Now, what do we do about a badge?" 

He chuckled. "Looks like you got itchy pants." 

"I do." I found that funny. "I've got itchy pants." I 
suddenly realized that the sooner I could bury myself in all 
this, the sooner I'd put the past behind me. I wanted nothing 
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more. 

"Josh is collecting the contract and a temporary 
badge fer ya." He passed me two boxes of shells. 

I loaded the Glock while Dillon locked up the 
cabinet then I tucked the gun into my holster. I sighed with 
contentment. 

"We'll meet Josh at the station. Let's get moving." 

I felt the rifle in my hand and we were out the door. 

I was a little hesitant as I walked out into the clear 
gray dawn. I thought about how my neighbors in 
Vancouver would have reacted to seeing a man come out of 
his house with a gun in a shoulder holster, toting a shotgun. 
Then I glanced at Dillon as he fitted his large cowboy hat 
on his head and crawled into the police vehicle. I grinned. 
Hell, this was Texas. No one was going to bat an eye! 

Dillon drove the speed limit to the police station, 
pulling to a stop in the parking lot. Josh was standing by his 
cruiser. He lifted a hand when he saw us. "Got the 
contract?" Dillon rolled down the window. 

Josh came walking over with the papers. 

"Great." Dillon grabbed them and shoved them at 
me. "Got a pen?" 

"Ah, no." 

"In the glove compartment." 


"Here's the badge." Josh grinned. "Danilla put it on 
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a rope fer yer. Hang it round your neck." 

I lowered my head and hooked the badge on. 

"Danilla is our receptionist," Dillon explained. 

I examined the badge that hung against my chest. 
Basic tin with Lone Trail Police written on it. "Is that a 
magnolia?" I asked, tracing my finger over what looked 
like a flower in the background. 

"No, Kieran, it's a rose." Josh laughed. "Texas rose. 
Don't you know a rose from a magnolia?" 

"He's a big city boy, leave him be," Dillon threw 
back. 

"ID is being drawn up," Josh added. "We're going to 
need a mug shot though," Josh told me. 

I nodded at him, trying to find a pen. 

"All in good time," Dillon waved at Josh. "Okay, 
boys, let's roll." 

I tried to skim the contract as Dillon plowed over 
bumpy, uneven dirt roads. It was a lot less money than I 
was used to, but what the hell. What would I have to spend 
it on anyway? 

"I hope Josh didn't read the fine print," Dillon 
muttered. "You're earning a hell of a lot more than he is." 

Damn, Josh must live in a cardboard box! The dust 
was kicking up. Dillon closed his window. "How do you 


see?" 
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"I know these roads. Sign boy, in case you shoot 
someone and I get in a whole lot of trouble." 

"It's for a year, right?" 

"A year... renewable of course." 

Yeah, like that was going to happen! "I can't sign 
unless you slow down, Dillon," I protested and reached out 
to grab the dashboard. 

He slowed down a bit, didn't help much. "Need to 
tell you more about the Tanners before we get there. A bit 
of history never hurt nobody. Two brothers, all done time, 
dim as burnt out light bulbs. Father is smarter, he's in 
control. Boys do as he says. He's been flirting some with 
the drug trade although he's not in it as much as the Keen 
family. Nope. Tanners, mostly liquor runners... but there 
was a murder a few months back, down by Moonlit Creek, 
I'm pretty dang sure was committed by the oldest brother. 
Mean as a wild boar caught in a trap. You got all that, 
boy?" 

"I think so," I replied with a smile. Reading 
between the lines, I guess I knew this little morning trip 
didn't have a lot to do with illegal booze. 

Finally I managed to scrawl a shaky signature on 
the contract. The signature probably represented my actual 
feelings, shaky, about signing a year of my life away but 


there was no turning back now. "Here." I handed it to him. 
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"Any regrets?" Dillon took the contract from my 
hand. 

"Oh yeah," I nodded. "Plenty." 

He chuckled and threw the contract into the 
backseat. "Well, you might have a few more of 'em before 
the day is through." 

"Sheriff?" a voice came over the radio. 

"There's Josh," he said, picking up the CB. "Yep?" 

"That you coming down the road?" 

"It's me. Any sign of 'em?" 

"I crept up and took a peek in the trailer. Can't see 
anything but I do hear some sawing of wood." 

"Snoring," Dillon translated for me. 

I knew that one. 

"Good. Keep hidden. Where's your vehicle? Oh 
okay, I see it." Dillon pulled to a stop. "We do the rest on 
foot. Convenient little tree patch there. Follow me. Keep 
your head low, could be one of those Tanner boys up in a 
tree. They're like damn monkeys I swear. Bring the shotgun 
with yer, Kieran." 

I got out of the vehicle slowly and closed the door. 
Hand on my gun, I looked around. The heat literally 
assaulted me. The sun overhead was like a giant ball of fire, 
beating down. It took only seconds to reach the trees but 


my T-shirt was already sticking to me, and I could see a big 
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wet spot on the back of Dillon's shirt. 

I followed him along the path and we caught up 
with Josh. I looked around, overhead, listening for any 
sound. 

"Okay," Dillon said, "you fellows are going to back 
me up. I'm going to go a-calling." 

I crept closer with Josh and we stood behind a tree. 
I pointed to another tree across from him. He nodded, his 
gun poised on the front door of the trailer. 

I ran to the other tree and positioned myself at a 
better vantage point. The trailer, front door, windows, trees 
around me, all seemed clear at the moment. I left the gun in 
the holster and positioned the shotgun against the tree bark. 

"Hey, Jed, George, Charlie... you in there?" Dillon 
called out. "It's Sheriff DePriest. I'd appreciate it if we 
could talk a spell!" Dillon stood to the right of the door. It 
gave me a clear shot if I needed it. "If you don't come out 
now, I'll have to come in. And you know I didn't come 
alone. Come on, boys, let's get this over!" 

"We didn't do squat!" The voice was coming from 
inside the trailer. 

My gaze shot to the front window. I spotted a glint 
of steel, saw the gun barrel turn at an angle toward Dillon. 
"Get down!" I shouted. 

Dillon hit the ground and rolled off to the side of 
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the trailer. I aimed and fired. I glanced at Josh, who rushed 
over to Dillon and knelt down to check on him. "I'm fine. 
Just pissed is all!" Dillon muttered, getting to his feet. 
"Now that's no way to be hospitable." 

"Daddy's hit!" A voice called out. "Why'd you have 
to shoot him for?" 

"Maybe ‘cause he tried to take off my dang head," 
Dillon shouted back. "Now, stop this nonsense and get out 
here!" 

The door flew open. 

I moved forward, gun poised. "Hands up!" I 
shouted. "Get on the ground. Get on the ground now!" 

Josh and Dillon patted them down and slapped on 
the cuffs. 

Two unshaven hillbilly types were whining about 
their father. Dillon went inside. I followed. Another 
hillbilly sat holding his arm, swearing and spitting on the 
floor. 

"You're good," Dillon grinned at me. "Clean shot. 
Just enough to make him drop the weapon." 

Jed Tanner glared at me. "You shoot me, boy?" 

"Looks like it," I told him. 

"Who in the hell is you?" 

"Not your boy," I said, walking over and patting 


him down. 
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"We got that Marshal back in town, the Mason boy 
who thinks he's better than all of us now since he's been 
hoity toity to the big city. Ain't two hotshots overkill, 
Dillon?" 

"Difference is," Dillon replied, grabbing Jed and 
pulling him to his feet, "this is my hotshot. What do you 
think? This boy can shoot or what?" 

"Got that right," Jed muttered then spat at me. I 
backed off in time to avoid the spray and Dillon dragged 
the man outside. 

I relaxed, glanced around. The place stank. There 
were sleeping bags all over, and dirty dishes. In the corner 
sat two cases of whiskey hidden in back of the sofa. 

Dillon walked back in. "Josh is taking the old man 
to the doc. We got something?" 

I pointed to the whiskey. 

"Isn't much but enough to hold 'em awhile. Also 
gives me a reason to search this place." 

I shook my head. "That's why all the fuss over some 
stolen booze. This is about the murder you suspect Jed of 
committing." 

"You catch on fast. Here." He threw me some 
gloves. "Start looking and I'll tell you about the dead guy as 
we go." 


As the wailing sirens of Josh's police car faded into 
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the distance, Dillon began to fill me in about the man he 
believed Jed Tanner murdered down by the creek. He only 
got a few words out before his cell phone rang. "Dang, it's 
Josh," he said, putting it to his ear. "You in trouble? Oh. Is 
that so? Thanks for the heads up." He put away his phone 
and looked at me. "Well, you're about to meet the infamous 
Jubilee Mason. Josh just passed him on the highway." 

"Why would he come here now?" I asked curiously, 
wrinkling my nose as I spotted some maggots in the fridge. 

"Well, as you may have surmised, got nothing to do 
with whiskey." Dillon took out the bottom drawer of the 
stove. "Oh," he looked up casually, moving around some 
dirty baking pans, "if I didn't thank you proper, I will now. 
You saved my hide back there." 

I shrugged. "Maybe one day you can return the 
favor in kind." 

"Let's hope I don't have to." He straightened and 
walked to the door. "Well, here comes Jubilee now." 

I glanced down at the dirty pans and felt something 
scurry past my foot. I jumped as a big fat rat raced off 
somewhere. "Gross!" 

Dillon had walked out on the porch and was talking. 
I heard him call out, "Well, well, what's a Federal doing out 
here today?" 


The male voice that replied was younger but filled 
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with authority. The deep southern drawl of Dillon's was 
only slightly detectable. "Thought you could use some 
help, Dill." 

"Looks like you're a little late. We arrested Jed's 
boys. Taking them to the station for questioning. Once Jed's 
okayed for medical release, we'll be talking to him, too." 

"On what charges?" 

"Whiskey... for now." 

"Give you a chance to give the place a go over 
without a warrant?" 

I heard Dillon laugh. 

"You will share that info with me, won't you, Dill? I 
mean if you find something besides rodents and dirt." 

"You been poking around here already?" 

"Maybe. So heard you hired on someone new, some 
city drug cop or something." 

"Might have." 

"The mayor approve it yet? You know him and his 
budget cuts." 

"You just let me worry about Singer." 

"You standing guard or something or am I going to 
get to take a look around?" 

"This is my case, the way I see it. Got a warrant?" 

The other man laughed. "You're a hard man, Dillon 


DePriest. At least let me hang out while you question the 
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Tanners." 

"I guess I got no objection to that." 

"Am I going to get to meet this big city cop of 
yours, or is he to stay hidden away like the elephant man?" 

I took this as my cue and walked out onto the 
veranda. I intended to introduce myself but something 
happened when I got my first glimpse of Jubilee Mason. I 
looked at the man standing in the dirt in front of the trailer 
and he stared back at me. Neither of us said a word. I don't 
know what got into his throat and made him mute, but I 
sure as hell know what got into mine. 

Jubilee Mason was drop-dead gorgeous. He stood 
about six-two, all lean muscle. He was fair-haired, his cut 
nicely layered back, and his eyes looked to be light blue 
even from this distance. He wore tan pants and a matching 
suit jacket and somehow he seemed perfectly cool. His 
Stetson was black and swinging casually from his fingers. I 
could see his badge clipped to his belt and caught a glint of 
steel under his jacket. He wore a white shirt, opened at the 
collar. If he had a tie, he'd left it in the blue sedan he was 
driving. 

Dillon broke the silence by pulling me forward. 
"Kieran Fox, meet Jubilee Mason." 

Jubilee stepped forward and extended his hand. I 
took it briefly, and issued him a firm handshake. His hand 
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was covered in scratches. 

"Kittens," he said, giving me a goofy smile. He met 
my gaze, and I just about fell off the porch. I could have 
done without the man being this good-looking. "Kieran. 
Nice to meet you." 

"Likewise," I replied. 

"Kieran was a narcotics officer in Vancouver," 
Dillon announced. 

"So I've heard. We can use someone with your 
know-how around here." 

He sounded like a Texan when he said that. You 
can take the boy out of Texas... 

"Vancouver's a nice city," Jubilee went on. "Why 
the hell would you want to work in these backwoods for?" 

Dillon replied in my stead. "Kieran read about the 
troubles we got down here and was interested. He's on 
leave." 

Jubilee narrowed his eyes. I could tell he didn't buy 
it. "Like I said before, we can use all the help we can get. 
Welcome to Lone Trail. Now, if you're not going to let me 
come in and poke around, Dillon, guess I'll just go on my 
way. See you back at the station?" 

"You gonna keep me informed on the Jones case?" 

"Of course. Right after my debriefing today." 

"Okay, and don't forget we're going fishing next 
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weekend?" 

"I wouldn't forget," Jubilee grinned, and looked at 
me again. "What about you, want to come fishing, Kieran?" 

"Ah... I..." Okay that deep drawl he had going on, 
it was there... at times, and it was doing a number on me. 

"Of course he's coming," Dillon said. 

"Great. See you around, Kieran." 

"Right," I watched until he was back inside his 
vehicle. I think I started to breathe normally again after 
that. 

Dillon looked at me. "Well? Back to work? Let's 
look around some more then get back to the station. I don't 
want Jubilee talking to the Tanners on his own." 

"So, Dillon, fill me in here. The guy you suspect Jed 
Tanner killed, you started telling me who he was. I thought 
you said something about the mob." 

"The guy was an outsider named Ruiz, a Mexican 
fellow. Juan Ruiz. He was connected to a big drug running 
outfit in Houston. Jubilee knows this but he don't think I 
do. Jed Tanner was trying to take over some of the Keen 
family's drug running, and Ruiz was here to negotiate a 
deal. I don't know what went down, but whatever it was, 
that Mexican fellow probably ended up dead. And when his 


people find out for sure, all hell is going to break loose." 
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CHAPTER FOUR 


Back in the Marshals' main office in Tyler, it was 
hard for me to focus on the debriefing session as I led off 
with a report on Earl Pruitt. I'd been to see him but he 
hadn't made much sense. The doctors at Mother Frances 
Hospital had told me he was hallucinating. He was on a 
respirator struggling to survive acute carbon monoxide 
poisoning, plus he had a variety of pills in his system. 

He'd seemed okay when I untied him and 
resuscitated him, but by the time he got to the hospital, 
Earl's body started to shut down. He told the emergency 
room staff that Reggie had forced him to take a handful of 
pills before beating and tying him up. 

We couldn't talk to him yet. He was in no fit 
physical or mental shape. We were all frustrated that he 
might know something. Maybe he'd overheard Jones 
making plans on the phone with somebody. Until our two- 
man armed unit protecting Earl at the hospital could talk to 
him, we just had to wait. 

None of the law enforcement agencies working the 
case had any clue about what Jones planned. Once again, 
he'd vanished. 

We were pissed that he'd given us the slip once 


more and I feared that this time he'd leave Texas all 
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together. We discussed that possibility but the truth was, 
Jones had tight connections all the way from Texas to 
Mexico and he was one of the Mexican Mafia's most solid 
drug dealers, funneling product to a heavy dealer in 
Houston. 

"The sheriff's crew found and seized approximately 
one pound of marijuana from the Tanners' er... estate," 
Steve said. "Some of it was buried in garbage bags in the 
creek. They also found thirty-four grams of crack cocaine, 
eight grams of Alprazolam (Xanax), one-hundred-and-four 
Hydrocodone pills and an undetermined amount of US 
currency," Steve said, reading the log from his laptop. 

He glanced up at the four teams crowded around the 
conference room table. 

"The street value of all these substances totaled 
approximately four thousand dollars. Not a big haul, but—" 
He held up his hand. "We believe there was more and that 
somewhere along the way in the last few days the Tanners 
met up with Reggie Jones who took the bulk of the haul 
and this was his payment to them. A small thank you. At 
least that's what we have picked up in conversations we've 
been taping in the cells at the Lone Trail Men's Detention 
Center. 

"Old man Tanner is still in the hospital. Due out 


later today. He'll be transferred to a hospital jail in Dallas. 
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We've put his sons right next to each other. George keeps 
telling Charlie to shut up and not say anything then he goes 
off the deep end, ranting about allowing Reggie to give 
them some of his stash. Tanner's worried he's either gonna 
have the Mexican Mafia after him or the dealers in 
Houston." 

"I'd be worried too," Garcia said. 

"Now that it's a matter of record that the Tanners’ 
haul's been found, the dealers on both sides are gonna know 
Reggie took off with the rest of it, right?" I said. 

The Lone Trail police had closed in on the Tanners 
as a way of shaking Jones's tree, but hadn't given us fair 
warming. I knew this was in retaliation for my not 
informing them of the raid on Earl Pruitt's house. 

Jones had been working hand in hand with Juan 
Ruiz until Ruiz was vanished. The Tanners, we were 
certain, were small time dealers, flunkies, who could be 
relied upon to stash weapons, drugs and wanted felons. But 
they were none too bright. 

They were a bit ridiculous... unlike Ruiz and Jones 
who hadn't been the warmest, fuzziest guys you'd want to 
meet in a dark alley. We had no idea how Jones's reputation 
held right now with his suppliers in Mexico with his 
situation being so volatile. 


And as for his employers in Houston, we had a 
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mole in their outfit and his reputation was pretty bad. He 
kept flaking on shipments. He owed his company some 
drug packages... and now he was gone again. 

Who would suffer the consequences of Reggie 
failing to deliver? 

We sat in the war room working on the third pot of 
coffee between us. 

"He could have the drugs and be planning to set up 
business for himself someplace else," I said. 

"That makes sense because as far as we can tell, his 
sole income is still drugs," Steve said. 

We knew he'd dabbled in prostitution but Reggie 
had a soft spot for his hookers and turned them into 
girlfriends. Once that happened, he wouldn't let 'em trick. 
He had baby mamas strewn all over the southwest. 

"He now has an official Deadbeat Dad status," 
Steve said, as if he could read my thoughts, "and if he tries 
boarding a plane using his ID he'll be arrested for shirking 
his fiduciary responsibilities." 

"You really think he'd do that?" I was incredulous 
that even Jones could be that stupid. 

"He has eight aliases and they've all been flagged." 

"That's impressive," I said. 

"Eight that we know of." Garcia rubbed her 
temples. She had a hell of a headache from the gas. The 
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paramedics said she'd had a bad reaction to the carbon 
monoxide. 

"I think it's impressive too," Sims, a world 
championship brown-noser said. 

I'll tell you what else is impressive. That hot cop 
from Vancouver. Now why am I thinking about Kieran 
Fox? 

I scowled. The guy intrigued me. That's all. I was so 
used to country bumpkins that he added a bit of spice to 
things in these parts. 

"Do you think he'll stay close?" Steve asked me. 

I'd researched Jones extensively and knew a lot 
about him. "He's a creature of habit," I said. "He has 
fourteen children by ten women in Arizona, eleven children 
by six women in Texas. Two are in Houston. He's hit one 
of them twice. She and Reggie go back a long way. We're 
stretching our resources but my money is on her. I bet he 
goes back there." 

I fought the devil's advocate in me that tried to 
whisper that Reggie Jones was more likely to buy some 
makeup, complete his female appearance and drive 
somewhere like Las Vegas... 

"You're the second person to suggest Aja Brown 
might take him back in. She's got four of his children and... 
you really think he'd go there?" Steve watched me for my 
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reaction. 

"I don't see why not. What about you?" 

"I don't know. I mean, I never thought he'd come 
back here and take Earl hostage. Did you?" he shot back at 
me. 

"No. And that's why I wondered if your source was 
credible." 

"It was an anonymous tip," Steve admitted but he 
did seem ruffled. "Before you ask, it was an untraceable 
call, but he knew enough about Jones's appearance to 
convince me it was a legitimate sighting." 

"Fair enough," I said. "And I've been wondering too 
why he came back here. There must be some deal going 
down. He came back to Lone Trail because money was 
involved. Too much money for him to walk away from." 

Steve pointed at me. "Exactly. We're trying to get 
the Tanners to talk but they're too stupid to be alive those 
three. The sons particularly. Maybe you could try having a 
go at them, Mason. You're good with idiots." 

"Thanks. I think." 

Everybody laughed. "Well, c'mon, man. Lookit, you 
and Dillon DePriest hate each other but you're going 
fishing. You carry his wife's smalls for her." 

"Her... what? Listen, I ran into her on the street and 


no smalls were involved. It was fabric and a yoga mat." 
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"People might talk... well, actually they are 
talking." Steve grinned at me. 

"Who the fuck's been talking? Who saw us?" 

"An anonymous tip," he said, unable to hide the 


smirk from his face. 


Goddam. That's the thing I hate about small- 
fucking-town life. Everybody knows your business. I drove 
back to Lone Trail and called DePriest, letting him know I 
wanted a crack at the Tanners. 

He didn't pick up so I left a message, then drove to 
Tasty's Diner. I never got to finish my breakfast there the 
day before and I still had a yen for pancakes. I parked out 
front and walked inside. I slid into a booth and didn't relax 
until the waitress and I went through our little routine about 
how good I looked in spite of eating pancakes. 

It rankled that somebody was watching me. Would 
they report my passion for butter? 

There were eyes everywhere. Frightened eyes, 
vicious eyes... I'd tried to make myself useful when Dillon 
crashed in on the Tanners' little Tupperware party. And 
man, oh man, did he have a fine-looking partner in Kieran 
Fox. 

Shit. I'm thinking about him again. 


I wanted to remind the waitress that I barely got two 
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bites the day before, when I spotted a newcomer. Kieran 
Fox was standing inside the doorway. I wondered how 
much he'd heard. Frankly, I didn't give a shit. I was still 
smarting over people thinking I had a thing for Elsie 
DePriest's smalls. 

"Hey," I said. 

"Hey." He gave me a warm smile. "Mind if I join 
you?" 

"Be my guest." 

He slid into the seat opposite me and gazed up at 
the waitress. "I'll have coffee and whatever he's having." 


"Two heart attacks coming up," she said loudly. I 
ran a hand over my face. 

"What are we eating?" Fox asked me, looking 
surprised. 

"Pancakes." 

"That's not too bad. You look like you get exercise." 

"I do." 

"Not like DePriest." He smiled. 

I didn't respond. What did Mr Gorgeous want, 
anyway? Wasn't he working with Dillon? 

"DePriest tells me stuff in bits and pieces." 

"Small bites." 

He looked at me appreciatively. "Exactly." 


"This isn't the time or place really to fill you in." 
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"Can we skip the pancakes?" 

"Hell no. I had to skip 'em yesterday. I'm not 
skippin' 'em again." 

"You have a thing for pancakes?" 

I felt stupid now. "Something like that." 

The waitress slapped our coffees on the table. I was 
getting anxious that I wouldn't get my pancakes again. 

She came by a minute later with our short stacks. I 
wanted to complain that Kieran had more honey butter on 
his than I did but I manfully resisted. 

He forked his stack and took a bite. 

"Wow. That is good." 

"Isn't it?" I took a bite too. Then another. Hot damn. 
My cell phone rang. It was Dillon. 

"You wanna talk to the Tanners, now's your chance. 
They're getting sent to Dallas in a couple of hours." 

"Sure," I said, looking longingly at my plate. 

"What's up?" Fox asked. 

I told him. 

"Mind if I come with?" 

"I'd welcome your input." The truth was, I did want 
to see how he handled the interview. He had big city 
experience and once I'd filled him in on their connection 
with Reggie Jones and Juan Ruiz, maybe he could help me 


persuade the Tanners to 'fess up. 
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"Drive with me," I said, allowing myself one more 
bite of pancake for the road. 

"If you let me buy breakfast." 

Of course I said yes. On the drive to the Lone Trail 
Men's Detention Center, I filled Fox in on what we knew. 
He listened attentively, asked all the right questions and as 
we pulled off Main Street down to Patton Street, he asked 
me, casually, "Where do you think Reggie Jones is now?" 

"No idea." 

I couldn't read the expression on his face but as we 
parked outside the long flat cinder building that made up 
the detention center, I realized all of this had to seem like a 
real letdown to Kieran Fox. Interviewing some inbred 
hillbillies had to be a big comedown after some of the cases 
I was sure he'd worked, but he seemed excited to be here. 
His gaze flew everywhere as we walked in. 

Dillon didn't look pleased to see me and Fox 
together but quickly adopted a positive attitude. 

"Nice to see our two departments working hand in 
glove," he said, flicking me a gaze. "For a change." 

"Who's the glove?" I asked, making Fox laugh. 

We had to turn in our weapons. I was happy to see 
that Fox also used a Glock. 

"Nice gun," he said, eyeing mine. I didn't rub it in 


that mine was a higher caliber. 
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"Ya gotta hand in the one strapped to yer leg, 
Jubilee," Dillon said. 

"Aw... you're no fun," I teased. "Can I keep my 
stun gun?" 

"No!" he groused. I felt positively naked when we 
stepped away from the counter. A listless fan was spinning 
overhead. It wasn't doing much good but I told myself the 
interview rooms would be cooler. 

"Which one you wanna interview?" Dillon asked. 

I thought about it for a moment. Not Jed, that's for 
sure, since he was telling his sons not to talk. 

"Who's the youngest?" I asked. "George or 
Charlie?" 

"Charlie." 

"We'll take him, then." 

Fox said nothing, just followed me into the 
interview room. It was small and cramped. They made 
them that way in Texas, the land of everything big. They 
made the rooms small so suspects would be lulled into a 
false sense of intimacy with their interrogators. 

"Mind if I go first?" he asked before Charlie had 
even been brought to us. I was so startled I said yes, though 
I had no idea what he wanted to say to the guy. 

Charlie was a weird looking guy. All the Tanner 


men were. They were weirdoes in a town filled with them. 
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His stringy hair fell over his face. What little contact I'd 
had with Charlie Tanner I always thought he acted as 
though he owned the world. Maybe it was the hooch his 
daddy made. Maybe it was drugs... maybe it was the false 
sense of power law-breaker Jed thought they all had. 

Now they were being extradited to Dallas and the 
police were working on a murder case against Jed, things 
mustn't have seemed too... bright to Charlie. He sat, 
watching us. I knew that Fox wanted to go first but I asked 
Charlie if he wanted a drink. 

"Would you like a soda?" 

He looked surprised. "I'd murder for a Mountain 
Dew." 

Considering his circumstances, it was an 
unfortunate choice of words. 

I nodded. I glanced up into the camera in the right 
hand corner of the ceiling and nodded. I could imagine 
Dillon and his men cursing right now. 

"You want a cigarette?" I asked Charlie. 

"Regular, or weed?" he asked me. He had to be 
kidding. 

"Regular, Charlie." 

"Oh, no. That stuff's bad for your health." 

I stared into the camera. Was it Candid Camera? 


Was this a joke? Evidently not. I waited. 
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Josh, Dillon's deputy arrived with a can for Charlie 
and gave me a look of reproach. Charlie looked giddy over 
the drink. 

"Cool!" he enthused, ripping open the tab. Soda 
spewed all over him but he laughed, licking it off his dirty 
arms and fingers. 

I recited the date, time and participants of the 
interview as he settled down and slurped at his soda. I read 
him his rights and asked if he understood. 

"Sure I do," he said. "I've watched Law and Order." 

I flicked a glance at Fox who didn't skip a beat. 

"We just wanted you to know that Bibby's okay," he 
said. 

I shot a sidelong glance at him. Who the hell was 
Bibby and why wasn't I informed of this tactic before I 
walked into this room? I was beginning to revise my 
opinion of Fox. He'd set me up— 

Then, Charlie smiled. "He is? Oh... okay... cool. 
Thanks." He slurped at his can some more and I stared at 
Fox. 

"Your daddy gets mean with your alligators, doesn't 
he?" Fox's tone was gentle. 

Charlie's eyes lost focus for a moment. 

"All my pets." He went quiet for a long time. "I 


stopped keeping dogs and cats... pigs... when he gets 
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ornery, he kills 'em. Alligators though... I figure they have 
half a chance of fighting back. Not the small ones though." 

He sipped his drink and grinned. "I think he's afraid 
of Bibby. Bibby's big and knows how to hide in the creek." 

I was beginning to get a bad feeling about Bibby... 
and the missing Juan Ruiz. 

"He's got a big appetite, I'll bet," Fox said. 

"You got that right, mister." Charlie drained his 
soda. "You got another one of these?" 

"Sure," I said, wondering if Dillon was ordering for 
Bibby's immediate execution and an autopsy to be 
performed. 

As we waited for the fresh can, Charlie crushed the 
old one. 

"Bibby's a nice gator," Charlie said, and burped. 
"He just likes to eat." 

Man, it was on the tip of my tongue to ask what was 
the biggest thing Bibby had ever eaten but Fox was doing a 
good job with the guy. I had to give him a chance. 

"What's his favorite thing to eat?" Fox asked. 

Charlie shrugged, cagey now. "Oh... I don't know. 
He likes... meat." There was a small gleam of amusement 
in his eyes. He mightn't be bright but I realized that made 
him dangerous. I wondered how much Juan Ruiz suffered 


when he died. 
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Josh returned with two more cans. Charlie nodded 
his thanks. "So what are you feeding Bibby? I'm kinda 
wondering because he likes his meat." 

"Well, we found some packages in the freezer." 

Charlie gave a funny sort of giggle and opened his 
second can. I gazed into the camera hoping they'd make a 
check on the freezer. Frozen Juan Ruiz. Mmm... yummy! 

"What's his favorite meat?" I asked. 

"He likes other gators. I know. Weird. Jed did that. 
He likes to kill gators and barbecue them as steaks. He fed 
them to Bibby who's really developed a taste for 'em now. 
He patrols our creek like he owns it. But he likes anything, 
really. Chicken, beef... say, when can I go home?" 

We stared at him. He hadn't asked to lawyer up but 
he obviously hadn't figured out he wasn't going home any 
time soon. 

"Not yet," I said. "Look Charlie, I'll be straight with 
you. We're taking care of Bibby because we like you. And 
we like Bibby. He's a friendly alligator." 

He stared at me. "Are we talking about the same 
gator? 'Cause Bibby's one mean sumbitch... but I've had 
him since he was a baby. He's never been nice to nobody." 

"Wow, that's weird, because Reggie told me he 
likes Bibby." 

"Reggie Jones?" He scratched his chin. "Reggie said 
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that? Really?" 

He looked down at the can in his hands, looking 
really pleased suddenly. "Because, whenever he comes 
over he never even looks at me. He deals with Pa and Jed. 
He thinks Bibby's scary." 

"Scary is good," I assured him. "When he was over 
at your house, did he let on where he was headed next?" 

"Yeah. He found himself some guy who he said had 
a crush on him." 

I gaped at him. He had to be talking about Earl. We 
were still waiting to interview him in the hospital. Wait 
until I got talking to him... I'd vouched for the guy. 

"You're saying Reggie's gay?" 

"Flops both ways. Ambidextrous they call it." 

"Bisexual," I corrected. "Ambidextrous is—" 

"Whatever. He brought the guy over one time. He 
was okay. Said he was a drag queen. Reggie was kinda 
mean to him, but that's Reggie's way." 

He leaned forward. "Reggie's got himself two 
guys. 

"Two guys?" Fox sounded as stunned as I was. 

"Yeah. There was the drag queen. The other is some 
mucky-muck. I never met him. Jed saw him once. I don't 
think Reggie's into them, mind. He uses them." He looked 


miserable. "He uses everybody." 
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"What kind of mucky muck?" I asked. 

He shrugged. Dammit. He was shutting down. I 
glanced at Fox. 

"Is Reggie nice to you?" Fox asked. I wanted to 
scream. The guy had already told us that Reggie largely 
ignored him. I was surprised when Charlie said, "He used 
to be nice to me... sorta confused me, yer know? I thought 
we was friends... and he used to tell me I was handsome." 

He glanced at our incredulous expressions. 

"Well he did!" He slapped the table and he sloshed 
soda everywhere. He didn't lick it off his hands this time. 

"Now he's got himself some big time US Marshal, 
I'm not good enough for him anymore. Huh! We'll see what 
Bibby has to say about him... both of 'em! Let's see what 
happens if they come round my house again!" 

"That's not going to happen any time soon, Charlie," 
Kieran Fox announced, getting to his feet. "You'll be 
sticking around here a while longer." 

"You shittin' me?" Charlie stared at me. 

"Now, would I do that?" Fox issued Charlie a 
charming smile. Charlie wasn't the only one affected by it. 
Damn. That boy was a looker. 

"Well," Charlie sat back in his chair, echoing my 


thoughts, "at least you're something good to look at." 
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CHAPTER FIVE 


I asked Josh to come and take Charlie back to his 
cell. As soon as Charlie was gone, Jubilee Mason stepped 
into my path and closed the door again. "How did you 
know?" 

"How did I know what?" I could feel the Marshal's 
breath on my face he was standing so close. 

"About the alligator and... Reggie's ah... sexual 
habits?" 

I met his eyes, didn't have much of a choice really. 
Intelligence... curiosity... and... something else? I 
swallowed, took a few steps back without trying to make it 
obvious. I played with the file on the table. "Well, I saw a 
pit out back and a food dish which had Bibby written on it. 
The dish had pieces of what looked like entrails. I figured it 
wasn't his pussycat eating that." 

"Pretty smart for a city boy." 

He'd moved closer again. I turned, my butt pressed 
against the table. I think I gripped it with both hands. Either 
this guy had no sense of personal space or he was trying to 
shake my composure. 

"Is this one of your techniques, Marshal?" I raised 
an eyebrow. He was standing smack square in the middle 


of my legs, I swear. 
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He moved back a few inches, gave me a lazy smile. 
"Not at all. What did you do with the entrails?" 

"Well, I didn't save them for my bedtime snack if 
that's what you mean. I might even have bagged them and 
sent them off to some lab Dillon told me you guys have 
around here." 

He laughed. "I guess I deserved that." 

I nodded. "You did. I wouldn't be surprised if they 
find bits of Ruiz in there." 

"I'm with you on that one. So, let's get to the next 
question." 

"You're just full of..."—I paused deliberately— 
"questions, aren't you?" 

"So, 'fess up, how'd you guess about Reggie and 
Charlie?" 

"My mother told me about how it works when I was 
just an itty bitty fella!" I grinned at my own attempt at the 
accent. 

Jubilee laughed out loud. "Okay, smartass, but I'm 
sure she didn't tell you about Reggie and Charlie." 

"No, she forgot about that. Probably thought it 
might make me want to be a priest." 

"Now, that would be a dang shame." 

My eyes widened a little. Whoa! Just whoa. WTF? I 


looked down at the floor. Please, I'm not a religious man 
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but please, make this guy straight. 

"Cat got your tongue, Kieran, or is it that alligator?" 
He smiled again. 

"You really think you're quite witty, don't you?" 

"Yep, and so do you." 

"Think it about me or you?" 

"Both," he nodded with a big grin. "So, confess, my 
Canadian friend." 

"It's good for the soul?" 

"Come on Kieran! God dang it!" 

I chuckled. "You really can't stand not knowing 
something I do, can you?" 

"Not really." He met my gaze and held it. "Are you 
going to tell me?" 

"Maybe." I shrugged then gave him a gentle push 
out of the way. "Eventually." I opened the door. 

He followed me out. "What are you up to, Fox?" 

I chuckled. "I'll never tell." I took a seat at the desk 
Dillon had assigned me and threw my feet up on it, hands 
locked behind my head. 

Jubilee stood beside me, about to say something 
else when the door to the squad room burst open and a little 
chubby bald man stormed in, waving some papers in his 
hand. Honestly, he looked like one of those Lollipop kids in 


that children's movie I can never remember the name of. 
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"Dillon! Where you at?" 

Jubilee smiled. "You're in for it now," he said 
softly, crossing his arms and looking like he was settling in 
to enjoy the show. 

I lowered my feet off the desk as I watched him 
wrench open the door to Dillon's office without knocking 
and disappear inside. "Who's the little guy?" 

Jubilee laughed. "Don't let him hear you say that. 
That's the mayor and I assume he has your contract in 
hand." 

"Oh," I said. "Great. Maybe I'll be heading back to 
Canada and you'll never get the answer to that question." I 
smiled at him. 

He shook his head. "I doubt it. You don't know 
Dillon." 

The voices were now audible. Jubilee perched on 
the edge of my desk and stifled his laughter as he listened. 

"And where is this high patoutin' lawman from the 
north anyway, and why is he worth more money than I 
make in a decade?" 

The door of Dillon's office closed and the voices 
were muted again. 

Jubilee gave me a look. "How much you makin' 
anyway?" 


"Half what I did at home," I replied. 
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"And you came anyway?" He glanced over his 
shoulder at me. "Fancy that." 

I got up and walked around the desk, and looked 
him in the eye. "You got something to say to me, Mason, 
go for it. I'm listening." 

"In this day of digital communications, even us 
backwoods lawmen are exposed to stuff in the news. Just 
sayin’. I'm not passin’ any judgment." 

"No? So why'd you mention it?" 

"Just wanted you to know, is all." 

I nodded, prepared to go back round to sit at my 
desk again when he placed a hand on my shoulder. "We all 
make mistakes when the heart is involved. I'd rather have a 
guy who makes mistakes in the bedroom than one who 
makes 'em in the field. You got my drift?" 

I nodded. "Ever make any mistakes in the bedroom, 
Jubilee, or are you perfect in every way?" I was gazing into 
his eyes and for a moment, he looked like he was searching 
for the answer. 

Then he smiled faintly. "Why, I'm perfect in every 
way of course, especially in the bedroom." 

That sent a little shiver up my spine. Oh yeah? It 
suddenly felt like a hundred years since I'd fucked a guy. 
"That's what I thought you'd say. I guess there's a Marshal 


out there who's making a few mistakes in the bedroom too. 
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Who is he, Mason?" 

"I really don't know. Not sure that's true. Could be a 

lie." 

"Or could be you're covering up for someone?" 

He narrowed his eyes. "Am I under interrogation 
now, Fox?" 

"I just said, either you believe Charlie, or you don't. 
Personally, I don't think he's bright enough to come up with 
that himself. And you know what I think?" I came closer, 
looked at him. 

"No, but you're about to tell me." 

"I think there's a big fat leak in your organization 
and that's the reason you guys keep spinning your heels. 
There's a US Marshal keeping secrets about his bedroom 
activities and stockpiling a whole lot of money. You might 
want to check out who just put in an in-ground swimming 
pool." 

Jubilee seemed to consider what I'd said but he 
didn't comment. 

I was just about to sit back down when that little 
man marched out of Dillon's office, the sheriff right behind 
him. 

Jubilee's dark mood seemed to lighten. "Here comes 
trouble, Fox. Be afraid, be very afraid," he told me with 


some amusement in his voice. 
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"Why in hell should I be afraid of a guy who comes 
up to my kneecaps?" I asked him. 

"He could take a hunk out of your balls." He 
glanced at me, his eyes filled with humor. 

I made a face at him and braced myself for the 
miniature mayor. 

"Mason," he said with a nod, looking at Jubilee. 

Jubilee tipped his hat at him. "Mayor. How's the 
wife?" 

"Just dandy, and your family?" 

"Fine, fine." 

Mayor Singer turned to look at me. "That him?" He 
looked quickly at the sheriff. 

"Kieran Fox," I said, extending then lowering my 
hand. 

He ignored me, addressing Dillon. "This is it? This 
youngster, not even out of his diapers?" 

That didn't please me. Seeing my expression, 
Jubilee grinned and lowered his hat over his face. 

I was about to protest when the little man pointed at 
me. "You better be damn good!" 

I smiled. "Oh, I am. I'm real good." 

"I want to see your records, how many arrests you 
done in that big city in the last year... and who were these 


people?" 
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Jubilee raised his hat now. That got his attention. 

"Cases where I was the lead investigator totaled 
sixteen arrests, all major drug felonies, including three top 
figures associated with the Asian mob, confiscation of three 
cocaine drug shipments, estimated at thirty million dollars, 
intercepted before hitting the market. Four commendations 
and—" 

He put up a hand. "I can't say I'm not impressed. 
How come you left your job? You get fired?" 

"No, I resigned." 

"What fer?" 

"Personal reasons." 

He nodded. "We operate a little differently down 
here. You don't know our ways. You need some culturing." 
The mayor was looking at Jubilee. "Make sure he gets 
some culturing, Mason." 

Jubilee smiled. "I'll do that." 

Dillon spoke for the first time. "So, I get my man, 
or what?" 

The mayor looked me over again. "One year. We'll 
see what happens." 

I was about to tell him one year was all he was 
going to get. I fully intended to go back to Vancouver and 
take up my old job when things died down. 


"Welcome to our fair county, Detective Fox," he 
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said. "Clean it up, or clean out your desk. Good day!" 

The three of us stood silent until the little man had 
gone. Jubilee was the first to speak. "All that you just said 
about your record true?" 

"No, I lied," I mocked. 

"Shit." Mason shook his head, adjusting his hat. 
"Bet they regret losing you back home." 

"I'll go back one day, when things blow over." 

"I figured that. Well, I'm off. Gotta pick up the 
kids." He paused, looked at me. "So, how about your first 
culture lesson tonight... nonalcoholic beer at the 
Mudslide?" 

"I don't dance." 

"Didn't ask you to dance." He smirked and walked 
out. 

I watched until he disappeared from sight. He had a 
nice swagger when he walked, real Texas kind. I was still 
smiling thinking about it when Dillon interrupted my 
thoughts. "So what do we know?" 

I shook myself, went to pour some coffee. "We 
know that our friend Reggie Jones tends to swing both 
ways. Charlie gave us the rundown in the interrogation 
room." 

"Shit, never figured Charlie for... you know..." 


"Surprise, surprise." 
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"How did you come by that?" Dillon narrowed his 
eyes. 

"Found a gay porn magazine under one of the beds 
out at their shack this morning. There were two guys in the 
centerfold having oral sex and someone had written Charlie 
on the picture of the fellator and Reggie on the picture of 
the guy getting blown. Didn't take rocket science." I 
grinned then took a sip of the raunchiest coffee I'd ever 
had. "It's driving Mason nuts because I wouldn't tell him 
how I found that out." 

Dillon slapped me on the back as I chuckled at the 
thought. "I think I love you, boy!" 

"Don't tell Elsie." I pointed at him. 

"It will be our little secret." 

"Now let me have a go at the big brother." 

"He's mean." 

"I'm meaner," I told Dillon, "especially after 
drinking this crap." 

Dillon grinned. "Hey. It puts hair on your chest." 

"Right. Okay, so have someone prepare the release 
papers for George. I want him out by tonight." 

"Release him? I just arrested his ass this morning." 

"We need one of them on the outside to follow 
through... also a hit man needs a target, doesn't he?" 


"You think they sent a hit man already 'cause of 
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Ruiz?" 

"No, but they will when that small-town paper of 
yours admits Ruiz was chewed up by an alligator. Get 
someone out there to drain that pit." 

"I hear you," he said. "Give me ten minutes." 

" You wanna play good cop?" 

"Damn tootin'!" 

"Get George," I told Josh who had just gotten off 
the phone. 

"Sure thing. Where's the sheriff? We got news on 
Earl. It looks like he's going to make it." 

"Good. I'll head over to the hospital... wait, is there 
a hospital?" 

He laughed. "He's at Mother Frances in Tyler. Next 
county. Where you want George?" 

"Interrogation room," I said, pushing the coffee 
away. I wasn't going to be able to drink that for more than a 
few days. I'd need a galvanized stomach. 

George Tanner was a little higher on the intellectual 
ladder than his brother, but not by a hell of a lot. He was, 
on the other hand, ten times cockier. 

"Well, well, well," he cooed, "if it isn't the hotshot 
from Kanata. All communists over there from what I hear, 
a bunch of left, dark skin lovers... ain't that right?" 


I came in and closed the door. Dillon was still on 
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the phone. I figured I'd get a head start. The guy was as butt 
ugly at his younger brother. A tattoo on his neck was that 
of a swastika and on his forehead was written White Power. 

"Yeah but we're tough motherfuckers! So," I mused, 
grabbing a chair and turning it back to front so I could 
straddle it, "you're white power, huh?" 

"Damn right. White is right, man." 

"You don't seem so powerful right now." I'd told 
Josh to leave the cuffs on, and shackle his ankles. 

He spat on the floor. His two front teeth had already 
rotted. Dentists must live on food stamps in these parts. 

"Where'd you learn to shoot like that?" 

"Kanata," I replied facetiously. "All us commies 
over there are crack shots." 

"Are you a Jew?" 

"No. Are you?" 

"I ain't no Jew." 

"You might not be a Jew but you're in a heap of 
shit." 

"If you'd undo me, I'd kick your ass, boy." 

"Really?" I smiled. "You just might get your 
chance. I'm going to let you go." 

"bout time." 

"I figure you got about... twenty-four hours before 


they come for your skinny, white ass, especially after the 
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local paper reports your involvement with the 
disappearance of Juan Ruiz." 

He narrowed his eyes. "I don't get it." 

"Oh, you will," I smiled. "You see, Juan Ruiz was a 
pretty important person. He worked for a big drug cartel. 
Now, not only are they missing their drugs, they're missing 
Ruiz... and he turns out to be related to the big boss... 
nephew or something." 

"Shittt... we..."—he paused—"didn't do nothing. I 
didn't kill Ruiz." 

"No, you just fed him to the alligator. Bibby got a 
feast. Didn't think you were going to get caught, did you? 
But... you see that's Charlie's pet. And he decided to save 
some of Ruiz to feed to Bibby later. Now, I'm not sure if 
you killed him, or your brother... maybe it was both of 
you... or your old man. All I know is your father in the 
hospital with a guard on his door, and George and Charlie 
are here... so I guess if you're the only Tanner out there..." 
I stood. 

"You gottta protect me." 

"I haven't gotta do shit!" I met his gaze and smiled. 
"Bye, bye, George." I turned and walked to the door. 

"No, wasn't me." 

I turned and looked at him. "Who was it then?" 

"Pa did it. All I did was... me and Charlie... threw 
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him in with Bibby. That stupid jackass brother of mine... 
done and saved some of the leavings. Shit. I swear he was 
dropped on his head as a baby." 

Dillon walked in. He looked pissed. 

"What?" I asked. 

"Jubilee is already draining that creek." 

I laughed. 

"What?" 

"No problem. Let him get in a point or two." 

"Dillon, finally. Listen," George moaned, "you can't 
put me out there. They're going to kill me." 

"Poor George. You ain't going to just dump him, are 
you?" Dillon looked at me with a gleam in his eye. 

"Sure. Unless..." I trailed off. 

"What? Speak boy!" George pleaded. 

"Unless." I walked over and grabbed George by the 
neck. "You start talking and you don't stop until I'm 
satisfied. You understand?" I shook him a few times. 

He nodded frantically. "Yeah. Yeah." 

"I want names of everyone involved even if it was 
just to launder a few dollars, right down to the petty 
dealers. Dillon, get a pen and paper, and undo this cuffs. 
Can you write?" 

He nodded. "Not good but I've had some 


schooling." 


116 


Orgasmic Texas Dawn A.J. Llewellyn and D.J. Manly 


"Good, you're about to have another writing lesson. 
Now, the sheriff here is going to sit down with you and 
you're going to make a list for me. I'm going out for a bit 
and when I come back, I better see some names on that 
paper. You got it?" 

He nodded again as Dillon sat beside him. 

"If I'm not happy, tonight you'll be out there, alone." 
I turned to go but I heard the movement. Dillon shouted but 
he needn't have bothered. George was on his feet in spite of 
the shackles, lunging for me. I turned and landed Georgie 
boy a good one right in the mouth. The impact sent him 
flying over the chair. He landed on his back. I took the 
chair and placed it over his head, the rung pressed against 
his throat and I straddled the chair again. 

He struggled to breathe and I looked down into his 
eyes. "Try that again, and you won't be able to get off the 
floor, you understand me?" 

He coughed, clawed at his throat and nodded. 

I lifted the chair, put it aside, and walked to the 
door. "I'm going to the hospital to visit Earl Pruitt," I told 
Dillon. 

"Sure thing," Dillon replied loudly over Charlie's 
coughing and swearing. "Take the squad car. The GPS will 
get you there." 
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Mother Frances Hospital was a midsized facility 
with one hundred and sixty beds. I was given directions to 
Pruitt's room right away and I flashed my makeshift badge 
at the two guys at the door. "I'm Fox from the sheriff's 
department. He awake?" 

"Was singing a while ago," a heavy set officer 
offered. "He knows every lyric to anything ever sung by 
Sonny and Cher. Bit spooky, really." 

"The wages of a misspent youth. Take a break. Get 
a coffee downstairs." 

The two men nodded and walked off. 

I walked into the room and looked at the man in the 
bed. He was fair-haired, pale, pathetic really, all hooked up 
to tubes. "Mr Pruitt?" 

"Well... hello there. The good Lord's come for 
me... and this is heaven, right?" 

"Not quite." I flashed the badge. "Kieran Fox. 
Sheriff's department." 

"You're a real beauty." 

I smiled. "Thank you. So, Mr Pruitt, how are you 
feeling?" 

"Better now. How tall are you?" 

I gave him an indulgent smile. "Six-two." 

"I like tall men." 


"I'm here about Reggie Jones. He almost killed 
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" 


you. 

"Wasn't like that. He likes his... lovin’ well... you'll 
get all freaked and stuff." 

"No, I won't. Go on." 

"I like a certain style of..." 

"You're a sub. You like a little pain with your 
pleasure?" 

He beamed. "Yeah. You too?" 

"Ah, this isn't about me. He tied you up for sex. 
You asked him to?" 

He nodded. 

"The pills... to get a more powerful orgasm?" 

He nodded, looking embarrassed. "He took my 
dresses." 

"And almost gassed you to death. He ever dress up 
for you?" 

"Sometimes." 

"You know you weren't the only one he was 
sleeping with?" 

He nodded. "It's not like I wanna marry him or 
nothing. Just need a little release." He met my gaze. "You 
understand that, don't you, baby, getting off?" 

Oh yeah, I understood that quite well but there was 
no damn way I was going to get myself into trouble again. I 


didn't care if my balls fell off. No sex with anyone except 
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maybe an anonymous stranger when I got desperate. 

"You need to help me find Reggie." 

He shook his head. "I don't know where he is." 

"I think you know where he's going. Anyway." I put 
my card on the table beside him. "If you wanna talk, call 
me." 

"Problem is, I'd wanna do far more with a guy like 
you. Bet you fuck like a champion." 

I didn't comment. Instead I said, "These are the days 
before the storm, buddy. Soon this town is going to light up 
like the Fourth of July. You don't want to find yourself in 
the middle of it without anyone to protect you." I turned to 
leave. 

"Is Jubilee taking care of my kittens?" 

I glanced at him. "I suppose." 

"Tell him thanks." 

I nodded and left the room. I waited until the two 
men came back then left. A half hour later, I drove the 
police cruiser up beside Jubilee's vehicle outside the 
Tanners' shack. 

I held up my badge to a couple of Marshals when I 
got out and walked around to the back of the house where 
they were still dragging the creek. Jubilee Mason stood 
watching as the water level dropped. I saddled up beside 


him and he said, "Howdy," without looking at me. 
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"Didn't know if I was going to get a hello or not." 

"Why?" He gave me a curious look. 

"Just wasn't sure what I said earlier had gone over 
so well." 

"It's a free country. How's Earl?" 

"Seems fine. Do you follow every move I make or 
you just anticipate them?" 

"A little of both." 

"Be careful, Jubilee, I might start thinking you like 
me." It was a joke but there was less humor in my voice 
than I'd intended. 

He studied me. "Not sure what you're all about. A 
bit of a mystery." 

I walked away from the creek with him. "Given 
you've read all my history, I'm not sure how much of a 
mystery I could be." 

He stopped just before we got around front and 
looked at me. "Did you love him or was it just about the 
sex?" 

The question took me by surprise. 

"You don't have to answer," he said but he was 
staring me in the face. 

"Do you think I would have risked my career if I 
hadn't?" 


My answer lingered in the air. 
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He shook his head. "And how long did you know 
before you brought him in?" 

"About two days." I swallowed and glanced around. 
People were carrying all kinds of equipment back to the 
car. 

"Did he love you?" 

"Where is all this coming from?" I asked 
impatiently. "Does it bother you so much that I'm gay?" 

He took a breath. "More than you know," he said 
softly. 

"Well that's your problem to deal with," I said 
stiffly. "I thought maybe your stint in the city had educated 
you a bit." 

"I'm not homophobic, Kieran." He looked down at 
the ground. 

I sucked in some breath. I got it. He was in the 
closet. I lowered my voice. "You have nothing to fear from 
me," I told him. "What you do or don't do in bed is... none 
of my business." I reached out and grabbed his arm. He 
looked at me. "It's none of anyone's business." 

He nodded, smiled faintly. "I appreciate that." He 
moved on ahead of me and I followed. I felt sad for him but 
more than that, I felt sad for me. I didn't want to imagine 
the possibility of sex between us. It would only distract me. 


But now that I knew he might be receptive, I hoped to hell I 
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could keep it from being an obsession. 

"Where's the alligator?" I asked as we stood beside 
our respective cars. 

"Animal control," he replied. 

"Find anything?" 

"Not yet. They've done x-rays. Didn't show much. 
Waiting for the sheriff to approve euthanasia. Then we can 
autopsy, biopsy... you name it. There is a law here that 
alligators over a certain length can be killed if caught but 
we need to go by the book on this one. We hope to find 
something in the water analysis, feces and such." 

I nodded. 

"So, coming for that beer?" 

I reached for the door. "Oh, the fake one?" 

He chuckled. "Yeah. The fake one." 


"T'll meet you there," I said. 


I shuddered when I heard the rousing version of 
some heartbreaking song and saw the line dancing. 
Thankfully Jubilee chose a quiet table away from the dance 
floor and we sat across from one another, beer in hand. 

"Cheers," he said, lifting it high, after some scantily 
dressed waitress brought us the watery brew. 

I took a taste. "Not bad." 


"Don't have to worry about DUIs." 
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I laughed. "Right. So, how is it being back here?" 

He shrugged and sat back against his seat, his hat 
sitting beside him. "It sucks a lot. My sister wasn't prepared 
to be single. The kids need a daddy. The house is a mess... 
needs repairs big time, and I'm trying to work on it, little by 
little. Takes time I don't have, not to mention money." 

"Maybe I can give you a hand sometime. I worked 
on construction when I was younger." 

"That would be great." 

"Are you there for good?" 

"Look, I'm not going to have a wife and kids... 
so... what the hell. Might as well help my sister out. We're 
close." 

"One day you might... well..." 

"In this town? Not going to happen. Anyway, two 
men couldn't live together in that way, unless you were 
Earl." 

I tipped the bottle again and teased. "There's a 
thought." 

"Right. Me and Earl the Girl. Rather be alone." 

"In the city, must have been better." 

"Bars and one-night stands." He shook his head. 
"I'm a small-town boy. Might be all right for someone like 
you." 


I lifted a brow. "You got me all figured out then? 
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You think you know what I want?" 

"I think you got it together a little more in terms of 
knowing and being who you are." 

"Well, then come out." 

"Not that simple." 

"Your sister know?" 

"Yes and no." He drank some more. "Sorry I 
brought this up. Drop it. Better that way." 

"Um. If you don't talk about it, it won't go away." 

"What are you, a shrink?" 

"No, just my opinion." 

"And so... what are you going to do here in this 
town for a year... starvation diet?" 

"I got my hand. I'm not getting involved again. I 
learned my lesson." 

"Soured on love, eh?" 

"Don't need love. Sex will do." I didn't look at him 
when I said that. 

"And if this beer was real," he said, "maybe we'd be 
drunk enough." 

I narrowed my eyes, looked at him. "You'd have to 
be drunk, Mason, to fuck me?" 

"I... I... didn't mean... I mean... don't know what I 
mean... was thinking out loud, that's all." 


I stood, threw some money on the table. "I got to 
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get going. Take it easy, and good luck with your closet." 

When I got outside, I heard Jubilee say my name. I 
turned around in the parking lot. The sun had gone down 
and it was already early evening. "I'm sorry, Kieran," he 
said. "I shouldn't have gotten so... I mean, that 
conversation shouldn't have happened." 

"So, why did it?" I asked him. 

"I... look, I'm going to be honest, you're the best 
looking guy that's come through this town in a long time... 
and you're into guys to boot. I've been in a slump for 
awhile, feeling sorry for myself and I got thinking aloud, 
that's all." 

"No problem." But my heart was hammering in my 
chest a little too loud. He was standing close, and my gaze 
landed on his full lips, and I couldn't help imagining what 
they'd taste like. "Forget it." 

"I've been thinking about what you said... the 
leak... and I think you might be right, Kieran." 

"Well, keep it under your hat. For now just keep 
your eyes open." I reached for the door, desperate to put 
some distance between us. My cock was already hard and I 
couldn't stop thinking about that mouth. 

"I will," he said. "So, you going to tell me how you 
found out about Reggie and Charlie?" 

"Nope. Night." 
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"Night," he said. 

I finally got the door opened and I slipped behind 
the wheel. I put the car into drive and roared out of the 
parking lot. I looked into my rearview mirror before I 
turned out onto the street and Jubilee was still standing in 
the same place. I stopped at a red light and closed my eyes 
a second. I reached between my legs and gently squeezed 
my needy cock. Jubilee Mason was trouble, big trouble, in 
every single way, and I wasn't sure how equipped I was to 


keep that trouble at bay. 
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CHAPTER SIX 


"So what am I looking at exactly?" 

"Have a guess, Jubilee." 

I stared at the blood-smeared twisted piece of gold 
in the outstretched palm of Will Fortune, the FBI forensic 
vet's gloved hand. 

All six men standing around the autopsy room 
craned for a closer look. 

The local vet, Dr Tom Honey, turned bright red and 
averted his gaze to the floor. The man looked to be about 
ninety but he was closer to sixty. He'd been the local vet 
my entire life and as kids we all tortured him by saying, 
"Hey, Honey..." The name stuck and then he'd married a 
woman named Honey. 

Can you imagine? Honey Honey. 

You'd think he'd be used to seeing blood and guts 
but I was beginning to feel sorry for the guy. He'd aged ten 
years in the sixty minutes we'd all gathered to witness the 
dissection of the late Bibby Tanner. 

"I shot a horse once after it broke its leg," he told us 
numerous times during the internal examination of Charlie 
Tanner's ex-pet. 

In his line of work, Hey Honey was more used to 


trying to save animals and had never conducted an autopsy. 


128 


Orgasmic Texas Dawn A.J. Llewellyn and D.J. Manly 


People in Lone Trail didn't autopsy their dead pets. 
Dead was dead, to quote Hey Honey. But still, being the 
local vet, Hey Honey figured he should be in attendance for 
such an auspicious occasion. 

When I first saw the alligator I freaked. I'd expect 
the beast to be big, but not nineteen feet long and six 
hundred pounds. We'd had to use the local morgue's 
facilities for the procedure and the smell in general was 
none too pleasant as it was. 

Will Fortune grinned. "What does it look like to 
you, Marshal Mason?" 

He kept that shiny piece of gold in his hand. I didn't 
want to tell him what I thought it looked like. I groped in 
mental darkness for something more... family friendly. 

"Go on." Will was enjoying himself now. "What 
does it look like?" 

He was having way too much fun for a guy who'd 
had to slice Bibby open from stem to stern and remove all 
kinds of unpalatable objects including somebody's dentures 
from his belly. They hadn't belonged to Juan Ruiz who 
apparently still had all his own teeth until he ran into the 
Amazing Tanner Freak Show. 

"Well, it looks like a cock ring," I said finally. 

"Ding, ding, ding! We have a winner here folks! 


Would you like to take home the jet skis or come back and 
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play again tomorrow night, Marshal Mason?" 

"I don't ski," I said. "I really had my heart set on a 
crock pot, Will." 

Hey Honey laughed so hard his glasses flew off his 
nose and landed in a pile of gore and guts on the 
examination table. 

The two morgue assistants who'd been a huge asset 
in wielding the massive reptile across three steel autopsy 
tables grinned. 

Josh, the only member of the sheriff's department 
who'd been available for the circus at short notice grinned. 

Even the mayor, who insisted he needed to be here, 
had a loopy smile on his face. 

Will looked so damned happy with himself. I was 
pretty fucking happy with him too when he said, "It 
belonged to Juan Ruiz. It's engraved to Juan from R.J. 
Unless there's another Juan who's gone missing." 

I didn't think so... but I was surprised about the 
initials R.J. Reggie Jones? Was there any man apart from 
me that Reggie hadn't gotten his bisexual his leg over? 

"Which means conceivably that the remnants of a 
fractured penis I found near it could have been Juan 
Ruiz's." Will picked out a blobby mess from a split 
intestine. 


Hey Honey and I stared at each other. 
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"A fractured penis?" I asked. 

"Yes." 

"But there are no bones in the human penis." 

"I know that, Marshal Mason, but it's still possible 
to fracture a human male penis. Let me educate you a little 
about your anatomy." 

As he started to enlighten me, I noticed that the 
morgue assistants, Honey, and even Josh moved their hands 
in front of their private parts. I dared not look any of them 
in the eye in case I started to laugh. 

"The human shaft is comprised of two spongy 
chambers, the corpora cavernosa, which run the inside 
length of the penis. Erections occur when the penis is 
stimulated and the surrounding muscles relax allowing 
blood to pour into the chambers. 

"The tunica albuginea, a thick membrane 
surrounding the corpora cavernosa keeps the blood 
pumping into the chambers from being able to escape. 
When a very erect penis thrusts against, let's say a harder 
object such as a headboard or perhaps a pelvic bone... 
something like that, actual damage can occur. An actual 
fracture that is extremely painful and requires emergency 
care." 

"Holy smokes!" Honey said, sweat beading on his 


upper lip. "I never knew that!" 
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Will looked serious for a moment. "During 
intercourse, a loud cracking sound is an indication of the 
fracture, followed of course by excruciating pain. The end 
result is why you sometimes see men with penises that are 
bent in one direction or another." 

I glanced down at his hands and saw what looked 
like a mangled penis. 

"Are those gator teeth marks or knife wounds?" I 
asked. 

For a moment the only sound that could be heard 
was Tom breathing though his wheezy mouth. 

"You've got sharp eyes. Alligators swallow their 
prey whole. Their conical teeth are used to catch, not to tear 
their food apart. I suspect this man was tortured. There's 
another thing. The severing point seems clean," Will 
responded. "Done while he was alive judging by the blood 
still in the chamber openings." 

A couple of the guys groaned. I, meanwhile, 
thought I'd never get over man's inhumanity to man. 

"The good thing is this gator was in poor condition 
so he was metabolizing food very slowly. He had a serious 
blood infection from the bite wounds on his feet. I'll get to 
those in a moment. There is enough blood for a DNA 
match. We'll know soon if the victim was Juan Ruiz. This 


boy's eaten a couple of people by the looks of it. There are 
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seventeen undigested finger bones in the stomach. Larger 
bones still rotting inside him. No wonder he was ornery." 

I didn't say anything as he bagged and labeled 
everything after weighing the stomach contents, 
announcing everything for the benefit of an official 
recording. 

"You're right. There's some damage to his feet," 
Hey Honey suddenly said. "They do look like bite 
wounds." 

We all looked. Will had mentioned these at the start 
of the examination and had referenced them again a few 
moments ago but we'd all be focused on the main event. 
Once the sheriff's deputy had shot the gator and Bibby had 
been carted inside. It had been a struggle to remove the 
duct tape from his huge jaws and flip him over. We'd all 
been too busy grunting and groaning to take in the details 
of Bibby's feet as Will recorded his findings. 

I had been too busy staring at the gator's unspooling 
guts to glance at his tootsies but these wounds hadn't 
escaped Will's attention. 

"Turtle bites," he said. "I mentioned that before. I've 
seen this type of thing down in these parts. He must have 
been sharing the creek with some snapping turtles. Maybe 
gator turtles. They're fierce biters and the wounds have 


been left untreated." 
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I stared at the puffs of pink flesh protruding from 
Bibby's feet. 

"They look like growths." 

"It's his own tissue... the wounds are badly 
infected. His body has been turning on itself. I did record 
the bites I found on his tail and on the other side of his back 
legs. Most alligators wouldn't survive this type of infection. 
This is one tough son of a gun. I found turtle shells in his 
system so they got theirs." 

Will resumed poking into gator gizzards and 
mumbling into his headset when I suddenly heard the word, 
"Bullets." 

He extracted two. "Dang. I think these babies are 
homemade." 

"You don't say." I rocked on my heels. I knew this 
was a little-known fact but these types of bullets were 
favored among the cartel members Reggie Jones worked 
for. 

What the hell was going on here? 

"I do say." He grinned. "Nice to see you smiling, 
Jubilee. I do believe I just made your day." 

He'd made my day for sure. For once, I didn't 
respond. I felt as if I'd fit a piece of the puzzle in place 
without meaning to. And I wasn't about to share it with 


Josh and the morgue staff. 
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"For a guy who loved his gator, Charlie didn't look 
after this one much, did he?" I asked. 

"No, sir, he didn't." Will handed me the bullets in a 
plastic bag and yeah, I was smiling. I was pretty certain 
Reggie had killed Juan, set the Tanners up for the fall and 
then tried to kill Earl to keep him from... singing. 

He probably wouldn't stop there. He was out of his 
mind with power now. I wondered what he'd do when he 
found out Earl was still alive. 

I looked at the bullets through the plastic. I'd check 
them against the ballistics for the ones we'd retrieved from 
Petey Miller's shooting. I had a spooky feeling they'd be a 
match. 

Once I looked past the blood and gore and the awful 
stench of the stomach contents, I had to say this had been a 
damned good day for law enforcement. 

And a bad one for alligators. I took one last look at 
poor, infected, formerly cranky Bibby and decided maybe it 


wasn't such a bad day for gators after all. 


"I have a date," my sister screeched in my ear. I'd 
made the mistake of turning on my cell phone to tell Steve 
the latest and picked up on the first ring when I saw her 
name. Old habits die hard and ever since she called to tell 


me her husband had been killed on the frontlines of 
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Afghanistan I never ignored her calls. 

"A date, Pauline?" I was in a good mood so I didn't 
want to be mean and ask her if she was hallucinating. 

"With your Canadian friend. Ran into him at 
Tasty's. He's coming for dinner tonight." 

For a moment I was speechless. Oh, hell, no. I 
wondered if he realized he was on a date. He'd probably 
accepted the invitation to dinner thinking he'd be getting a 
nice, home-cooked meal. 

"I thought he'd want to go somewhere romantic just 
the two of us but he wants to see you and the boys. He even 
mentioned the kittens. A man who has a soft spot for kids 
and animals! Can you beat that?" 

Hoo boy. Kieran would have been safer dining in 
the creek with Bibby. 

"That's great, sweetie." A new pang of anxiety 
welled within me. "What are you planning to cook, 
Pauline?" 

I really hoped I didn't need to tell her not to make 
some of the more... nauseating southern dishes our mom 
had favored such as pigs' feet and chit'lins. 

"Don't tell me not to use butter. I'm a southern 
woman and butter is my friend." Her voice rose to a high 
pitch. I winced. Pauline was an excellent cook but she 


wielded her pots and pans with liberal doses of butter, lard, 
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pork fat, and more butter. 

"Okay, okay," I said. "What time is he coming 
over?" 

"What do you mean? He's on his way. Get home, 
Jubilee. You know how the boys are with visitors." 

Yeah. I knew. The boys would be all over him, 
dragging him around the house playing with their toys. 
Suddenly I was jealous. 

I made the drive to the US Marshal's office in Tyler 
and gave Steve custody of the bullets and the cock ring. 
These would be examined by the FBI's Firearms and 
Toolmarks lab technicians. The blood evidence was already 
on its way to the Dallas branch of the FBI's forensic crime 
unit under Will Fortune's supervision. Evidence Control 
they call it. 

Steve listened as I gave him the lowdown. I'd 
already called him right after we'd found the bullets, but 
now he had a million more questions. 

He looked pleased when I told him my thoughts 
about Reggie and Juan. 

"We need to take another crack at the Tanners," he 
said. "Your friend Fox wanted to have George Tanner 
released tonight but we're going to wait until midnight. You 
and Garcia will be babysitting him." 

"What?" I couldn't hide my dismay. 
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"Not officially. He's not going into The Program or 
anything. We just want you tailing him. He's getting a 
restraining order barring him from his property since it's 
officially a crime scene. He knows if he tries to go back 
there he'll get himself arrested. He's staying with his aunt, 
Selby Tanner. He's going to have an ankle monitor but 
surveillance begins at oh hundred hours and I expect you 
and Garcia to stick with him until eight am. I'll have you 
relieved by then. We'll stay in touch via text and cell." 

He turned his attention back to his laptop. I stared at 
the silver apple logo on the lid and thought about Bibby 
using his teeth to catch. I tried not to think about Juan Ruiz 
and whether he'd been screaming in his pain when they'd 
cut off his cock and fed it to the alligator. 

"TIl be in touch," Steve said. Clearly, our 
conversation was over. 

On the drive home, I tried to relax. I was looking 
forward to seeing my favorite Canadian cop again, but on 
the other hand, the evening was bound to be fraught with 
emotion. My sister would pull out all the stops. 

She called as I was on the last couple of blocks 
before reaching the house. 

"Where you at, Jubilee?" I could hear the clang of 
cookware in the background. Suddenly the idea of a real 


southern feast appealed to me. 
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"Two blocks away. You need anything?" 

"Yeah. For you to get your ass home." She hung up 
on me. 

I approached the last block, expecting to see the 
boys rushing out of the house. After Petey had been shot I'd 
tried to persuade them to stop doing this but the truth was I 
always got excited that they couldn't wait for me to come 
home. 

Except that they didn't run outside to greet me. I 
parked behind a Toyota Avalon I didn't recognize and 
assumed belonged to Kieran. I switched off the engine and 
walked inside the house. 

"Hey, kids," I shouted, "I'm home!" 

I could hear them laughing and yelling. Oh, they 
were playing with the Wii. Tennis by the sounds of it. They 
were having such a great time they hadn't even heard me. I 
walked down the hallway and rounded the corner into the 
living room. Okay, I might have experienced a rush just 
seeing him in jeans and a T-shirt playing tennis. 

"Oh, what a serve!" Philip was shouting. "Forty 
love!" 

Kieran moved around the room, the white remote in 
his hand, laughing as he and Andre duked it out. 

"Game and match!" Andre screamed. He started 


jumping up and down. "I won! I won!" He hurled himself 
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into Kieran's arms. "Play me again!" 

"No. It's my turn," Philip yelled. They began to 
fight over the man. 

"How about we play doubles?" I asked, stepping 
closer to them. 

In his defense, Kieran looked happy to see me. In 
their defense, the kids did too, but they were in no mad 
rush for hugs from me. 

They each picked a partner. I tried not to be 
offended when Philip sulked because he got me on a coin 
toss. He cheered up immensely when we beat our 
opponents after an exciting opening game. 

"You're good," Andre said to Kieran at one point. 
"But boy, sometimes you miss some easy shots!" 

I knew that Kieran was letting the kids win. He 
winked at me as my sister yelled from the kitchen. 

"Dinner's ready!" 

I excused myself to wash my hands and help her 
with the dishes. She looked very pretty in a pair of apricot 
colored capri pants and a yellow chiffon blouse. Her 
brunette hair was twisted in a chignon. She was a beautiful 
girl, my Pauline, even though her mood was fractious. 

"Where have you been? You smell like hell." 

I knew that wasn't true. I'd changed before the 


autopsy and showered and changed back into street clothes 
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again after it. The morgue staff had insisted on it. Our 
clothes and shoes were considered bio-hazardous material. 
Everything had been bagged and would be cleaned and I 
guessed... returned to us at some point. 

"Working, sweetie. Say, you look gorgeous." 

She relaxed then. "Do I?" She leaned in for a hug. I 
could smell bacon on her skin. Kieran walked into the 
kitchen, smiling when he saw us. 

"Don't be jealous," she said, her tone giggly and 
girly. "He's just my brother." 

Kieran's smile vanished. He looked perplexed then 
alarmed, his gaze meeting mine. Reality dawned in his 
expression. I shrugged. Not much we could do about my 
sister's crush. And, by the sights and sounds of everything 
in the kitchen, he would be getting the home cooked meal 
to end 'em all. 

"Wow," he said, his gaze falling on the baking 
dishes filled with lovely offerings. She'd outdone herself 
with crispy golden pieces of pan-fried chicken, mashed 
potatoes dotted with honey butter, black-eyed peas 
prepared with bacon, collard greens, flaky buttermilk rolls, 
fragrant hushpuppies (fried cornbread balls), and her 
amazing chess pie for dessert. It was one of my favorites. I 
could hardly wait to get through the rest of the meal before 
sinking my teeth into a slice of that silky milk custard. 
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The boys kept us entertained through dinner. It 
seemed that they had invited everybody in town to their 
upcoming birthday party. My sister was the only one 
drinking. One glass of red wine turned into two and she 
stopped fretting about her food. 

"You're gonna get us the Mario Party Wii game, 
aren't you?" Philip asked, draping himself over me. 


"I thought I was supposed to get you Skylanders," I 


replied. 

"Oh no... that means you have to get us both," he 
said. 

"What? How'd you figure that?" I reached for him, 
tickling him. 


My sister leaned into Kieran and whispered 
something into his ear as I roughhoused with the kids. 

She got up from the table. She had a surprise for all 
of us. She'd made two pies, the second being a shoofly pie. 
By the time I pushed back my plate there was nothing left 
of either pie. 

The boys were wired on a sugar high after their 
exciting afternoon. I offered to handle the dishes but my 
sister urged me to get the boys ready for bed. 

"We'll be fine," she said. "Won't we, Kieran?" 

He looked momentarily frightened. I was too. She'd 


undone one of the buttons of her blouse and I could see 
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cleavage. I wanted to clap my hands over the boys' eyes... 
including my own. 

I corralled the kids into their room. Felicity the cat 
and her kittens were sleeping in their shared bedroom that 
night, the litter box pushed against the dresser. My sister 
hated the idea. The boys loved it. They adored the kittens 
and Felicity seemed to dote on the twins. 

I helped them with their homework in spite of their 
pleas that they'd do it in the morning. I wondered what 
Pauline and Kieran were up to because the house was so 
quiet. 

Just as the kids were getting very grumpy, I got 
them ready for bed. 

To cap off their swell evening, I made them brush 
their teeth. 

They hated me for life after that. They wanted to 
say goodnight to Kieran. They barged out of the bedroom 
in their pajamas and I followed. He was on the front porch 
with my sister. She was sitting on a rocking chair, but she 
wasn't rocking, enjoying the cool evening. She was sitting 
forward, looking up at him. She seemed upset. He stood 
against the porch fence and looked pretty agitated too. 

I suspected she'd hoped for at least a little romance 
and had been thwarted. She appeared to be on the verge of 


tears. 
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"Come on kids," she said, urging them away from 
Kieran who just managed to get in quick hugs with each of 
them. 

"Mommy, Jubilee made me do math," I heard 
Andre whining as she steered them back into the house. 

"I guess we're both in the dog house," he said. He 
glanced up at the moon, then back at me, great sadness in 
his eyes. I sensed he was a good man who had no intention 
of hurting anybody. 

"Does she know you're gay?" I asked him. 

"Yes. And she doesn't get it. She thinks I need an 
exorcism." He looked troubled. "No wonder you've stayed 
closeted. She really doesn't get it." 

I shrugged. "I figured one day, when the time was 
right, I'd tell her." 

"I hope she doesn't hate me, but I had no choice. 
She kept trying to kiss me." 

"Oh, God, I'm sorry." 

He shook his head. "Don't be." He paused. "Is it true 
the gator autopsy revealed home-made bullets?" 

Damn. Who the hell had told him? Of course... 
Josh. If not the mayor... next thing I knew it would be in 
the papers, though everyone present had agreed not to blab. 

"We think they are. They're being tested." 

"And you found some body part I hear. What was 


144 


Orgasmic Texas Dawn A.J. Llewellyn and D.J. Manly 


it?" 

Ha! For once I knew something he didn't. I could 
have toyed with me as he had with the things he was 
keeping secret from the Tanners' house, but it seemed 
childish. 

"A severed penis." 

"That's... nasty." 

"Yeah. Bibby was a nasty boy." 

"So, I hear we're on surveillance together tonight." 

"What?" This was news to me. I'd been told I was 
working with Garcia. 

"Been a change of plan," he said as I pulled out my 
cell phone. "You and I are on first stakeout. I even got a 
plain, unmarked vehicle for the job." He gestured to the car 
I'd parked behind. 

My cell phone rang as if on cue. A text from Steve. 

You're doing stakeout with Fox at 0:00. 

Follow Tanner from the jail house. Aunt 

collecting him. Address 31 River Street. Get 

there early. Call me on route. 

I sighed. Just as I was getting excited about 
knowing something Kieran didn't, he was one step ahead of 
me. Again. 

"Bad news?" 


I glanced up at him. "I just learned we're on 


145 


Orgasmic Texas Dawn A.J. Llewellyn and D.J. Manly 


stakeout together." 

He smiled at me. "So what else happened at the 
autopsy?" 

I shrugged. "I guess you know about the cock ring?" 

He looked surprised then grinned. "A cock ring?" 

I told him the story, but couldn't help wondering 
why Josh hadn't mentioned it. I said so, too. Kieran 
grinned. 

"Josh is squeamish about sexual things. I bet he is 
the type to have sex once a week, late at night, the lights 
out and his socks on." 

I laughed. That sounded like Josh. 

Our cell phones rang at the same time. I checked 
my readout. He checked his. I got a phone call, his was a 
text message. 

There was trouble at the hospital. 

Earl Pruitt had vanished. 

I ran inside, told Pauline we were leaving. She gave 
me a sullen nod as she tucked the boys into their beds. She 
was having difficulty I could tell. I hated leaving her alone 
but work was work. 

We jumped into Kieran's car. He had a handy dandy 
navigation system that gave him weird directions to Mother 
Frances Hospital so I told him how to get there instead. 


A sheriff's vehicle sat out front. One of the deputies 
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I'd seen the day before when I popped in on Earl sat in the 
driver's seat, door open, an ice bag on his head. 

"Somebody bopped me on the back of the head," he 
said. "I tried to stop 'em." 

"Did Earl leave willingly?" I asked. 

"Hell, no. He was screaming. He had a drip in his 
arm and it ripped out. Blood everywhere. I ran into his 
room. No idea how the guy even got in there, but another 
one was behind me. He hit me and I went down. When I 
woke up, they were all gone." 

Inside the hospital, Garcia was at the nurses' station. 

"I came in to relieve the deputies on duty," she said. 
"Me and Simms were right on time, but the deputies left the 
room for a minute. They came down here to talk to me and 
next thing we hear is Earl screaming. They ran out the back 
way with him." 

She looked pale and worried. 

Kieran and I walked into the room recently 
occupied by Earl Pruitt. Somebody had been keeping 
watch. Somebody had been watching, waiting... seized the 
moment to snatch him. We took in the spray of blood 
across the wall and the white hospital bedding. 

"Let's check the hospital footage, see what we can 
find," Kieran said. 


"I don't need to," I said. I knew who it was before I 
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even smelled it. I'd been smelling the lingering scent of that 
asshole Reggie Jones's Brut aftershave for two months 
now. And it was driving me nuts. 

"Reggie Jones was just here, but how? How the 
fuck did he get past everybody?" I was furious and frantic 
now. Earl would die a hideous death if what I'd seen today 
was any gauge of Reggie's propensity for violence. 

"He's always one step ahead. One fucking step." 

Kieran put his hand on my shoulder. "It's okay, 
Jubilee. I'm here. We're gonna get this sucker. I can feel it. 
In my bones." 

I wanted to be reassured but I was really concerned. 
How were all our movements getting back to the bad guys? 
And just how far ahead was Reggie? 

"Security tape's missing," Garcia said, coming into 
the room. That was weird. When the hell had Jones stopped 
to remove the security footage? And how had he known 
where it was kept? 

"How convenient," Kieran said, voicing my 
thoughts. "Show us where it was taken from." 

We walked down the corridor, keeping stride. On 
my other side, Garcia kept quiet, her head down. I 
wondered if she was the spiller of secrets then chastised 
myself for thinking that way. I was starting not to trust 
anybody. Except Kieran. 
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Why the hell did I get the feeling he was the only 


one in this who had my back? 
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CHAPTER SEVEN 


Jubilee appeared tense. I couldn't blame him. "Got 
the roadblocks up?" 

"Yep," he said. He looked at the driver's side of the 
patrol car. 

I laughed. "You wanna drive by any chance, 
Mason?" 

"Well, I..." 

Of course he did. I tossed him the keys. "Knock 
yourself out." 

"It's just that I know the roads." 

"Um," I replied, crawling into the passenger seat, 
"and you like to play boss." 

He put the key in the ignition. "Maybe I like the 
thought of bossing you around." He gave me one of those 
grins as big as Texas itself and put his hat on. 

"Um," I said, nodding. "You're not trying to turn me 
on, are you?" I was teasing him. 

His grin faded and he looked stunned for a moment 
as he backed up the vehicle. 

"Relax, Mason, you are safe with me." 

He shook his head and careened the car up onto the 
road. I was sure he left behind tire marks. I clutched the 


dashboard. "Not so sure I can say the same thing for me. 
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Where in hell did you learn how to drive?" 

He hit the gas harder and we were speeding down 
the road. He laughed loudly. "Suck it up, boy. This is 
Texas." 

"Right! Think they'll bury me with my boots on?" 

"Course. How'd the jogging go today?" 

"Heard about that, did you?" I smirked. I had taken 
Dillon out jogging. I ended up completing the run alone but 
he tried. 

"I happened to be driving down Sand Street while 
you were on Claire. I was headin' to the autopsy. You made 
quite a sensation. Everyone was talking about it at Tasty's." 

"If I'd known, I would have charged admission. I'm 
sure Dillon caused quite a sensation puffing along." 

"It wasn't Dillon that caused the sensation," he 
replied drily. 

I smiled. "Trying to make me blush there, 
Marshal?" 

"Not that many men around here look that good in a 
pair of running shorts." 

"Be careful, Jubilee. Back where I'm from talk like 
that leads to trouble." 

He glanced at me. "Just believe in saying things as 
they are, Kieran. Hot damn, boy!" 


I lowered my head and hid a smile. "Want to join us 
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next time?" 

"You're not implying that I've been eating too many 
pancakes at Tasty's, are ya?" There was humor in his voice. 

"Nope, wouldn't go there. There's nothing wrong 
with a man who has a little meat on his bones." 

"Or one that's lean and mean like you, all muscle 
and sinew." 

"Why thank you, Mason." I glanced around me, 
feeling as if the temperature had just gone up a notch. I 
suddenly realized we were surrounded by trees. 

"I do admit I need to cut back some, avoid that little 
extra weight around the middle." 

"I think you're perfect just the way you are." I said 
that without thinking, and the words just kind of lay there 
in the air between us. It prompted Jubilee to look at me in 
surprise. 

I broke the spell by clearing my throat unnecessarily 
and saying, "So, you mind telling me where in hell we 
are?" 

"When I was a boy," he said, "I used to come down 
here fishing by this little creek. There's an abandoned shack 
less than a mile from here. We'll have to walk it." He 
slowed, turned off his lights and pulled to a stop at the side 
of the road. "You might want to take out your gun." 


"Mason, you mind not fucking with my head and 
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tell me what's going on?" 

He put his hand on the door handle. "I think I got a 
notion as to where Earl might be. Let's hope he's still 
alive." 

"So," I said, following him down the road to the 
water, "what did you say you came here for?" 

He smirked at me. "Fishing. What do you imagine 
me doing down here, Kieran?" 

"Don't get me started." 

He chuckled. "Don't know who's more dangerous, 
you or those fellows we're after." 

"You don't want to find out, do you?" The night air 
was muggy and still, and those words felt as heavy as I did. 

"You really want an answer?" Mason kept moving. 

I wasn't sure. "Probably not." I checked the water as 
we walked by, looking for any movement. 

"Looking for gators?" 

"Fuck off, Mason, okay?’ 

He was laughing again. "You really are afraid of 
those things." 

"I'm not afraid of anything." 

He paused just before entering the woods. He 
looked at me. "What about me? You afraid of me?" 

I met his gaze. "Should I be?" 


He took a step closer. A twig snapped under his 
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foot. I felt my heart pound in my ribcage. Don't do that. 
Don't do this to me. Please. 

"I could ask you the same question." 

"That your response?" He raised an eyebrow. 

"Yeah. That's it." That's all I was prepared to say. 
"And you know what?" I brushed by him. "Out of the two 
of us, I wonder if it's not you who's afraid of me." 

He was right behind me. I could feel him. An owl 
hooted overhead and the deeper we got into the woods the 
more tense I became. 

"I heard you're the best shot in Canada." 

"Who told you that?" I could see a structure now up 
ahead in the clearing. 

"I read you know." 

"I'm pretty good I guess." 

"At shooting?" 

I smiled. "Among other things." 

He laughed softly. "Okay." 

I glanced at him, placed a hand on his arm and 
halted his progress. I pointed at the cabin. I glimpsed 
movement through the darkened front window and I could 
hear something, wasn't sure what it was initially. 

I glanced around for the next location which would 
give me a better vantage point. "Follow me," I told him. 


"Without those little nylon shorts, Kieran, I doubt it 
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La 


would be as fulfillin'." He took out his gun and cocked it. 

"Sorry to disappoint. You'll just have to use your 
imagination," I told him and quickly moved to a closer tree. 
The noises grew louder and I was beginning to realize what 
I was hearing was a rousing bout of good old-fashioned, 
hard-core fucking. 

Jubilee was right behind me and standing too damn 
close and he recognized the sounds almost at the same time 
as I did. "Sounds like a party," he said. 

"Um," I nodded. "Guess we're going to need to 
crash it." I turned and found myself right up against his 
chest. He looked down at me. I almost closed my eyes and 
let myself lean into him but I didn't. Instead I said, "Why 
don't you go see if they are into a ménage and I'll be the 
surprise?" 

"You'd be some surprise, Kieran." He looked at me, 
faint smile on his lips. "Especially wearing those shorts." 

I narrowed my eyes. "You have developed an 
obsession." 

He nodded. "Although I suspect taking 'em off you 
would quickly supersede that one." 

"Fancy words." Damn it, I couldn't breathe. "We 
need to focus." 

"I am focused," he replied. "It sounds like they're 


really enjoying themselves in there." 
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I swallowed. "Yeah. Too bad we're going to have to 
put an end to it." 

"You make that much noise when you fuck, Fox?" 

Okay, this was getting too intense. "Ah, Jubilee?" 

He took a step back but he didn't lose that smile. 
"Are you scolding me?" 

I laughed and shook my head. "He could be dying 
in there." 

"Dying of pleasure it seems. Hey Kieran, your eyes 
green or...?" 

I clicked my tongue and gave Jubilee a slight shove. 
"Knock it off, Romeo, and get moving." 

He chuckled, and gave me a little salute. "We 
should call for backup but what the hell! I'm feeling 
reckless." He paused and pointed at me. "If you need to 
prove your rep there, Kieran, with the shootin' and all, don't 
hold back none, you hear?" 

"Don't worry," I told him. "I won't." 

Jubilee moved closer to the cabin and positioned 
himself beside the door. I spotted a better place and like a 
flash, I was there, breathing hard as the adrenaline pumped. 
All senses were alert and I'd never felt better. I'd been born 
for this, and I felt truly alive at the moment which was 
weird when death could be a heartbeat away. 


"US Marshal. Open up!" Jubilee kicked at the door 
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with his boot and stepped aside, his gun ready. "Reggie 
Jones. You're under arrest. Get your britches on, and come 
out with your hands up!" 

Silence. 

Jubilee looked over at me and nodded once. I 
positioned my gun at the door, but I was scanning 
everywhere. Jubilee gave one more hard kick and the door 
flew open. 

I raced to the cabin when I heard a voice yell. 
"Don't shoot!" 

Someone was screaming, sounded like that Earl 
guy. I stood to the side of the door, and called out, "Jubilee. 
What the fuck is happening?" 

"Come on in," he called back. 

I walked in slowly. There was Reggie Jones, stark 
naked, with Earl hog-tied over a rickety table, butt ass 
naked. There were used condoms on the floor and a tube of 
lube on the table. 

Earl glanced up at us and gave us a half hearted 
smile. "Howdy, boys?" 

Jubilee sighed. "Untie him," he said to Reggie, 
picking up some pants and throwing them at him. "Get 
dressed." 

Reggie began to untie Earl. I watched him carefully. 


Jubilee turned to say something and I saw the glint of steel. 
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I lifted my gun, leveling it just past Jubilee's shoulder and 
squeezed off one shot. 

"Jesus Christ!" Jubilee exclaimed, taking a few 
steps back. 

I rushed forward and picked up the gun Earl had in 
his hand and told Reggie to hit the floor. 

It was a flesh wound to the shoulder, nothing 
serious but Earl was bellowing at me. "You shot me. You 
shot me. I'm supposed to be the victim." 

Jubilee stared at the gun in my hand and then at 
Earl. "You're no victim. You tried to kill me." 

I walked over and untied Earl. "Get up," I barked. 

"You gonna frisk me baby?" He smiled. "I'd really 
like that. He's a real looker, Mason, you should get you 
some." 

"You're gonna get some up in the joint, Earl," I told 
him, taking out the cuffs, tossing them to Jubilee, who 
threw the cuffs on Earl then got on his cell phone. "You can 
call off the road block," he said, after asking for an 
ambulance and backup. 

"Reggie is just your pawn, isn't he?" I looked at 
Earl. 

Jubilee put his phone away and walked over. 
Reggie hadn't said a word. "Some act," he said to Earl. 


Earl shrugged. "No one is that girlie, honey." 
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"Makes sense," Jubilee murmured. He looked at 
Reggie. "You really are a ladies' man but Earl here has 
made you into his own private sex slave." 

"Gotta get it somewhere," Earl winced as I dragged 
him toward the door. "Where do you get yours, Canadian 
boy?" He gave me the once-over. 

I didn't answer. 

"I'm willing." 

I looked at him, eyebrow raised. "Well, that's a 
shame ‘cause I'm not. Come on." 

Jubilee put up a hand. "Wait. So if Reggie is your 
lover, why did you blame him for the explosion?" 

Earl looked at me. "He's not too bright, is he?" 

I shook him some. "Answer him." 

"You tell him, smartass. Jubilee, looks and brains, 
what more could you ask?" 

Jubilee took a step towards him. "I'll tell you. You 
just nod. Reggie here is your lackey. He managed to run 
away when the mob tried to kill you, and you were pissed 
at being abandoned. You figured the law would bring him 
back?" 

"Good boy." Earl grinned. "As it turned out, Reggie 
here couldn't stay away. I have my own way to punish him, 
don't I, sweetie?" 


"You're a class act," Jubilee said. 
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Earl winked at Reggie, who looked away. 

I started forward with Earl again when Jubilee 
stopped us. 

"We got company, Kieran. Back inside." Jubilee 
was on the phone again. "We got trouble. Hurry it up." 

Reggie spoke now for the first time. His words 
came out as kind of a prayer. "Dear, God, dear God, loving 
Jesus, I don't want to die." 

"You care to translate that?" I insisted, pushing him 
on the floor in the corner. 

"Don't be such a wimp, Reggie!" Earl practically 
growled at him. "For fuck's sake." 

Jubilee was looking out the window. 

"Shut up, Earl," I snapped. "Reggie, what the fuck! 
It's the mob, isn't it? They're coming for you." 

Suddenly machine gun fire blasted around us. 

"Jesus!" Jubilee yelled. "Kieran, get down!" 

I was down, Earl and Reggie huddled in the corner 
on their stomachs in front of us. 

"Jubilee, you gotta protect us," Earl stammered. 
"You can't let them get us." 

"You tried to shoot me," Jubilee protested. "I've a 
good mind to give you up." 

Another hail of machine gun fire caused me to 


throw my arms over my head and hit the floor again. I was 
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covered with wood shards and glass. 

"Fuck!" I was pissed. 

Earl was pleading with Jubilee for protection. 

I sat up and pressed my back against the wall. 
Jubilee slid up beside me. "Hey," he grinned. "How are you 
enjoying Texas so far?" 

I rolled my eyes and wiped the glass off my jacket. 
"You got jokes. Cute." 

"I got Canada's best shot. What else we need?" He 
nudged me. 

"How about an automatic rifle?" 

Earl poked my leg. "In the back." 

"Fuck, why didn't you say so?" I glared at him. 

"You didn't ask." 

I sighed. "When this is over, Earl, you won't need to 
worry about the mob, I'll kill you myself." I began to crawl 
around the corner to the adjacent room when I heard 
Jubilee take a few shots out the window. 

"Hit something, will ya?" I called out. 

"Trying. Letting 'em know we're dangerous." 

I found the wooden box. Automatic rifles with all 
the ammunition a boy could want. I began to load them, 
one for me and one for Mason. I hummed a little tune as I 
did. 

"Fox, you gotta be kidding me!" That was Jubilee. 
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Another shot rang out. 

"How many?" I grinned. 

"Two, that I can make out." 

"Should be a breeze." 

I slid up to my feet against the wall. I handed 
Jubilee a loaded gun. I made my way to the side window. 

"One at twelve o'clock," Jubilee said. 

The only light was the moon but that was okay. 

Reggie was sobbing in his hands and Earl was 
chastising him. 

"Shut the fuck up, both of you or I'll throw you 
outside for fodder," Jubilee snapped. 

I focused and waited for any sign of movement. I 
spotted a flash of red and I fired. I heard a yell and thump. 

"Damn it, boy, you got him," Jubilee slapped my 
back. "Knew there was something I liked about you besides 
those shorts." 

I glanced at him, eyebrow raised, shook my head, 
and slammed back against the wall again as shots fired 
back. 

"He's movin'," I said. "I have to go out." 

"No," Jubilee said. 

"Look, you want this guy or not?" 

Jubilee took a breath. He knew I was right. 


"Hanging out here all night with these two assholes 
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is not my idea of a good time," I headed to the door. "Cover 
me until I get to that tree." 

"You got it, Kieran." He touched my shoulder. "Be 
careful." 

I nodded and pushed the door open with my boot. 
When Jubilee's gun started firing, I raced to the tree that 
was located dab slap center in front of the shack. A few feet 
away lay a dead body, the one I'd hit. From where I was 
standing, I had the advantage and all I had to do was wait. 
"Make your move," I muttered. "Come on, sweetheart. 
Daddy's waiting." 

A few minutes later, I spotted the butt of a machine 
gun as it extended out beyond the tree. The shooter was less 
than ten feet away. I glanced behind me and to the left. A 
minute later, with my heart slamming against my ribcage, I 
was standing right behind him. He must have sensed it 
because he stiffened then turned. I put a bullet right in the 
middle of his forehead. 

When I heard movement behind me, I swung 
around, gun aimed. 

"US Marshal," someone called out. "Where the fuck 
is Mason?" 

I lowered my gun. "Inside with Jones and Pruitt." 

"Two gunmen?" one of the Marshals asked. He was 


a tall gaunt guy with silvery hair. I didn't know his name 
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but I made a point to remember the face. How did he know 
there were two gunmen? 

I watched Reggie and Earl being brought out then 
waited to see Jubilee. When he didn't emerge, I ran to the 
door and looked in. I breathed a sigh of relief when I saw 
him. He was sitting on the floor. "There you are. What in 
hell are you doing?" 

"Resting, wondering why the hell I get out of bed to 
do this shit every day. You worried?" He got to his feet. 

"You're a big boy," I scoffed. 

He smirked. "Thanks to Tasty's, I'm bigger than 
most." 

I laughed, and shook my head as we walked out 
together. "Ever think that maybe you shouldn't eat at 
Tasty's so much?" 

He didn't answer for a minute then he shook he 
head and said, "Naw." 

I grinned then looked around. "There will be others 
coming, you know." 

"I reckon you're right." He slapped me on the back. 
"But not tonight, cowboy. That was some shooting. Think 
I'll carry you around in my pocket." 

"Might be confining," I commented. 

He smiled then left me and walked over to talk to 


some of the marshals. I began to make my way back to the 
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road. I stopped to look at the luxury vehicle which had 
belonged to the two dead mobsters. A couple of sheriff's 
vehicles were already on the scene. The vehicle was being 
checked for fingerprints. 

I talked briefly to a couple of the uniformed officers 
who'd showed up. I was in the driver's seat of the cruiser 
when Jubilee came walking up the road. 

He leaned on the window and peered in. "Had 
enough of my drivin'?" 

"You might say that. Come on, I'll drive back." 

In the car, Jubilee leaned back in his seat and closed 
his eyes. "Garcia and Sims are watching George Tanner... 
or at least, his aunty's house. So far, he seems to be lying 
low." He yawned. "Good call on Earl. How did you know?" 

"Lucky guess." 

"I wouldn't have figured." 

"You're too close to it. Sometimes you have to take 
a step back to see better." 

"I'll remember that. Hey." He lifted up his head. 
"Wanna drink?" 

I glanced at him. "Fake whiskey this time?" 

"No." He chuckled. "The real stuff." 

"Naughty boy," I teased. "Where are we getting 
this?" 


"Police evidence room." 
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I quirked an eyebrow. "Why do I think I might end 
up in shit in a little while?" 

"You got balls?" 

"Wanna see?" 

He smiled. "I might but that's not the point." 

Twenty minutes later, I was standing in a mostly 
empty squad room, trying to distract the duty officer while 
Jubilee stole the keys to the evidence room. I couldn't 
believe I was doing this. 

"So," I said, "what about those Dallas Cowboy 
cheerleaders?" 

"Oh"—the middle-aged cop called Seamus Green 
rubbed his crew cut—"they can shake my coconuts any 
day." He leaned forward. "I heard one of the lead ones is 
double D. Can you imagine it?" 

Don't want to. "Ah... wow?" 

Jubilee cleared his throat. "Ah... Seamus, can you 
get me a cup of coffee in the kitchen?" 

"Sure, Jube," he said. "Cream and sugar?" 

"Yeah," he nodded. 

"Be right back." He jumped up from his seat and 
Jubilee pushed the keys at me. 

"Gol" 

"Why me?" I squished up my face. 

"You're lousy at playing a straight guy. Go on." 
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I opened the door in the hall which led to the 
basement and ran down the steps. I quickly unlocked that 
door and looked for the stash. I found an unopened bottle of 
something homemade. On the label, someone had scrawled, 
Lightning, 40 proof. I tucked the bottle under my jacket, 
locked the door and ran back upstairs. 

"I could straddle those milky white thighs all night," 
Jubilee was saying. 

I gave him a mocking smile. "Ah yes, milky white 
thighs," I murmured. "Jubilee is keen on those." 

"I bet you're a breast man, Kieran?" Seamus asked. 

"More of an ass man, but... hey... boobs are... ah, 
cushiony." 

Jubilee's eyes widened. He laughed. "My sentiments 
exactly. Love those cushiony boobs. Gotta go... get us 
some boobs. Coming, Fox?" 

"Yep," I said. 

Once out on the street, I breathed a sigh of relief. 
Jubilee was laughing like a fool. "Cushiony boobs? What in 
the world are cushiony boobs, Fox?" 

"You can shut up now." 

"What 'cha got in those pants?" He eyed me. 

"In my pants?" I croaked. 

He laughed. "Slip of the tongue." 


"You want to slip me tongue now," I teased. 
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He looked as if he was blushing. "What did you 
get?" 

"Something called Lighting, 40 proof." 

"Holy shit!" he slapped his thigh. "You are in for a 
ride. Come on." 

"Why, what is this stuff?" 

"You'll see." 

"Where're we going?" 

"I know a quiet spot." 

"Not by a creek," I said, following him. "That one 
almost got my ass blown off." 

"That would have been a shame. And thanks for 
saving mine." 

"My pleasure, and you are really full of... talk, 
aren't you?" 

He grabbed the bottle. "Full of something." 

"Oh no," I said as we crossed the street, "Jesse- 
Belle." 

"Your girlfriend," he nudged me. "Yahoo! Here 
comes cushiony boobs." 

I made a face at him. 

Jesse-Belle was more than a little drunk. So much 
for a dry town. Given the fact that Jubilee had a bottle of 
moonshine under his jacket, I wasn't about to give her a 


lecture on it. She was wearing a hot pink leatherette mini 
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skirt and a low-cut sweater and Elsie was right, she did 
look like a ten dollar hooker. I wasn't at all in the mood. 

"Kieran... oh my lord, and Jubilee, the two most 
gorgeous men in town. Could this be my lucky night?" She 
wound her arms around Jubilee while he tried in vain to 
disentangle himself. "Want to have a ménage a three?" 

Menage a trois, darling, I silently corrected her. 
The thought had appeal, minus Jesse-Belle of course. It 
might be worth it just to get Jubilee out of those clothes. It 
was a just a thought. I pushed it away of course. Wasn't 
going to happen. 

"Go home, Jesse-Belle." Jubilee finally got loose. 

She looked at me. "What about you, gorgeous? I 
hear those Canadians are wild men in bed. Is it true?" 

I opened my mouth to speak and noticed Jubilee 
looking right at me. He was waiting for an answer. I looked 
at him. "Depends on who us Canadians are in bed with." 

Jubilee held my gaze for a few minutes then looked 
away. 

"Go home Jesse-Belle, it's late," I told her. 

She went meandering up the street, muttering 
something about how boring the town was. 

Jubilee and I began to walk again until we reached a 
grassy park. I followed Jubilee down a patchy slope to a 


secluded bench next to the water. Perfect. 
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We sat side by side. Jubilee took a swig from the 
bottle then handed it to me. I raised it to my lips and let 
some of it collect in my mouth. I swallowed slowly and let 
it go down. "Lord. This stuff is raunchy." I coughed and 
sputtered. 

"Sure you can handle it?" 

I laughed. "Probably not. What time is it?" 

"Almost two in the morning." He took another 
drink. "Ahh... God!" He passed it back to me. "Hair of the 
dog." 

He got no argument from me on that one. 

"Ever get scared, Kieran?" 

Against my better judgment I took another swallow 
of the swill. "Sometimes I guess." 

"Tonight in that cabin?" 

"I was shitting my pants until Earl told me about the 
guns in back." 

Jubilee howled with laughter. 

I started to laugh too. 

Suddenly I heard a splash in the water and I jumped 
to my feet, almost crawled on top of the bench as I scanned 
the water. 

Jubilee held up a fistful of rocks and grinned. 
"Thought it was a gator, did you?" 


I glowered at him and sat back down. "Fuck you, 
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Mason. Just fuck you!" 

He laughed again then slumped down in the seat, 
his hat askew. "You're drunk," he accused. 

"Ha! And what are you?" I looked at him and 
smiled then slumped back against the bench as well with a 
stupid grin on my face. "You look pretty sloshed yourself." 

He sat up for a minute. The smile died on his lips. 
He reached over and placed his palm on one side of my 
face. He had a large hand and it practically devoured my 
cheek. He held my face firmly. There was grittiness in his 
voice when he looked down into my eyes and groaned, 
"Kieran, fuck. What are you doing to me?" 

I couldn't move. No, no, no, this couldn't be 
happening to me again. When his mouth came down hard 
on mine, I think I moaned. My mouth opened involuntarily 
and I tasted the liquor on his breath as our tongues did a 
wicked dance of raw need. I clenched my fists at my side 
instead of doing what I wanted to do, reach up and put my 
hands in his hair, or even pull him closer. Goddamn, I 
wanted him, didn't matter that we were outside in the 
middle of the night drinking illegal liquor I'd swiped from 
the police station. I wanted his body, naked and warm 
against mine. I wanted to touch him, to taste every inch of 
his skin, and to be inside him, fucking him until I heard him 


cry out my name in grateful release. That mental picture 
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flashed through my mind, exacerbating the throb of an ache 
between my thighs. 

Jubilee abruptly backed away. 

By the time I had recovered from his kiss, he was 
standing a few feet away staring into the water. Maybe he 
thought I didn't want him because I remained so passive. 
That was as far from the truth as it could be. But I'd been 
burned so badly the last time, I couldn't do it again, 
especially with a guy who was in the closet and lived in a 
country I had no intention of remaining in. My job was 
everything to me. I couldn't risk it again either. And 
somewhere deep inside, Jubilee probably also knew the 
idea of ‘us' was impossible. Maybe that's why he'd stopped. 

I put my head in my hands. I'd had plenty of 
hangovers. The one I was going to get in the morning was 
going to be a beaut! All I needed now was for this cowboy 
to turn around and apologize for kissing me, and damn it, 
that's just what he did. 

I couldn't acknowledge his apology. I don't really 
think I heard past the words, 'I'm sorry for’. That kiss was 
filled with too much meaning. Don't think neither of us 
could have handled talking about what that meaning was. I 
wasn't so sure we were going to be able to forget about it 
though. 

When we stood up and started walking back to 
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Main Street, I tried to do some repair work, shatter the 
awkward embarrassment that had sprung up between us. 
We'd been getting along so well, becoming friends maybe. 
I really didn't want to mess that up. "So guess we need to 
brace ourselves for what's to come." 

"Yeah," he said, appearing to be grateful for a 
return to normalcy. "Mob isn't finished with this town. And 
we do have the local drug trade still." 

"I want to release Charlie... and Jed Tanner is out 
of hospital tomorrow, so let's see where that goes, shall 
we?" 

"Right. You got a theory about the Tanners." 

"I follow my instincts." 

"Fine. Oh, Kieran," he said suddenly, that smile 
appearing on his face again. "I meant to ask you something. 
When you went down to swipe the shine, did you by any 
chance remember to turn off the security cameras?" 

I sucked in some air, my eyes widening as I gawked 
at Jubilee's goofy grin. Then I screamed out in the middle 


of town, "Oh, bloody hell!" 
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CHAPTER EIGHT 


Dillon DePriest pushed back his plate. I was certain 
I could see the buttons on his shirt straining. One more 
stretch and his gut would be popping out all over the place. 
I wouldn't be surprised if a button flew off and hit Kieran in 
the face, since they were sitting side by side in a booth at 
Tasty's. 

Not that I was one to talk. I scraped my fork across 
my own empty dish and licked the scant remnants of honey 
butter from the tines. 

I, Jubilee Mason, was a desperate man. I began to 
wonder if there was a twelve step program for addiction to 
butter. I snatched up the check that sat significantly 
between us. That was the price I had to pay for leading 
Kieran astray by talking him into swiping the station's stock 
of hooch. 

And I, Jubilee Mason, was paying for it in more 
ways than one. The hooch in our dry town was evil stuff. It 
felt like a family of small rodents tap-dancing in my head 
as I went to pay the check. 

"You need to find something else to do with your 
mouth," a voice said in my ear. Kieran stood beside me at 
the cash register, picking up a toothpick. He slid it into his 


mouth. Typical cop that he was, he scanned the room for 
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trouble. It was in our makeup. 

"You got any suggestions?" I asked, trying not to 
leer. I was frankly shocked that he was talking like this 
after he freaked out about our kiss. Mind you, it had been a 
barn-burner, that's for sure. Or maybe we were both just so 
hard up. No. It was there. The heat. Slow burn for now. 

The new kitchen hand came around from behind the 
meat grill smelling like onions and took my money. He 
handed me a few dollars back in change, then went back to 
his own version of heat. 

I left a tip on the table and had to resist the 
temptation to help Dillon out of his seat. 

"Oops," he said when a button popped off and fell 
in his plate. He pocketed it. "I'll get Elsie to sew it back on. 
They sure don't make things like they used to." 

Outside, Dillon stared into the sun as if looking for 
answers and jammed his hat on his head. "See you later, 
boys. Have fun." He gave us both hard looks. "And try to 
shoot any bad guys you come across in the foot. Not the 
head. When you shoot 'em in the head we can't ask 
questions. And questions I got." 

His cell phone rang and he took it with an air of 
supreme self-importance. He had a flip phone and had a 
fondness for using it like a walkie-talkie but this time he 


held it to his ear. 
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"Sheriff DePriest.". He made a serious job of 
listening and said, "Right, I'm on it." 

"That was the crime lab in Dallas. The false teeth 
we found in Bibby's guts were fake. Some kind of 
Halloween prop I guess but the bones we recovered from 
his body are real. They've been going through the creek 
bed. 

"They're still recovering bones. It's a huge job but 
it's helped that the weather is hot and dry. Looks like the 
Tanners will be charged on at least six counts of homicide. 
We'll leave Georgie Porgie out for now, but the others stay 
in. When Jed's released from the hospital, he can go to the 
big house, too." 

He scratched his chin. "They've got a forensic 
anthropologist coming in from Quantico who's going to 
help figure out which bones go where. You boys' headin' 
out to Selby Tanner's now?" 

We nodded but didn't say a word until he'd sloped 
off to his patrol car. 

"Stay in touch." He raised a hand in farewell, or 
maybe he was trying to breathe, but he got into the vehicle, 
sandwiching his body behind the wheel. I watched him 
grimace and felt a bit sorry for him. 

We walked over to Kieran's unmarked car and 


drove to Selby's house. We approached from the back 
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fence, since I wanted to alert Garcia and Sims we were here 
and get the rundown on what had been happening, if 
anything, We'd also park in a different spot in case Selby's 
only neighbor noticed two strange vehicles lurking in the 
same place. 

Kieran pulled over to the shoulder. We were just in 
time to see George Tanner in striped pajama bottoms, a 
magazine in his hand as he walked across his dilapidated 
backyard to the outhouse on the property kitty-corner to us. 

"Looks like he plans on being there a while," I said. 

"Folks here really use outhouses?" Kieran looked 
surprised. 

"Yeah. Well... not sure how many still use them, 
but I'd say a good proportion of them do. The Tanners have 
no need for indoor plumbing. The toilet salesman from 
American Standard comes by every now and then and 
offers people deals but Selby's a famous holdout. She 
spends her money on lottery tickets." 

Kieran looked like he wasn't sure if I was joking. 

"Should we let the night crew know we're here?" he 
asked, pulling out his cell phone. 

Before I could respond, George came out of the 
dilapidated shack, a cell phone to his ear. 

"That's funny. I don't remember him going in with 


that," Kieran said, "unless he had it hidden inside the 
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magazine." 

"No, I don't think he did. Call Garcia and Sims and 
let them know we're eyeballing him now. They can go 
home and get some rest." 

Kieran made the call as I kept watch on George. I 
reached into the backseat for my binoculars and held them 
up to my eyes, curious if I could lip read his side of the 
conversation. 

"Roger that," Kieran said and ended his call. Two 
seconds later, George's head swiveled around and he stared 
right at me. 

"Cripes, that's weird. You think they tipped him 
off?" Kieran asked. 

We watched George lower the cell phone in his 
hand and stalk back to the house. We heard him stomping 
up the stairs to the porch, followed by the banging of the 
screen door. 

"Sure looks that way but why? I mean... shit..." I 
stared out the window for a moment. 

"Your department has a leak," Kieran said. He 
shifted in his seat to look at me. "Who better to keep the 
bad guys informed than members of your own team?" 

I saw Garcia's car cruising down the street. 

"Follow them," I said. I was upset now. 


"You sure you wanna do that? We're supposed to be 
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watching George." 

"That's what they're expecting us to do, but I gotta 
know if my own crew is to be trusted." 

"Good call," Kieran said. He stepped foot on the gas 
and careened onto the road. He was an experienced hand at 
surveillance, I could tell. He kept well back, even allowed 
another car to drop between us. 

We followed for a few miles, merging onto Mineola 
Highway two car lengths behind them. 

That was weird. They'd just bypassed the turnoff for 
Tyler. Kieran was a quick learner. He'd figured it out too. 

"Where are they headed?" he asked me, his gaze 
leaving the road for only a second. 

"No idea. It's weird. They both live in Tyler, but 
they're driving away from it." 

"What's the next big town going this way?" 

I tried to think but my mind was in turmoil. I could 
see them laughing and talking up ahead. I gave them my 
best death ray stare. It had no effect on them at all. 

Which of them did I trust the most? Garcia. I 
normally told her everything but Sims had proven himself 
too. Should I tell Steve? No. I needed more evidence. 
Besides, maybe it was all a horrible coincidence. 

And maybe pigs could fly... 


"Somebody else could have been watching him," 
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Kieran said, his tone calm as his voice intruded in my 
thoughts. That was a good point. The marshal in me wanted 
to hang on to that. I believed in the good guys. I had to 
believe in them. 

"So what's the next big town?" 

"Well, I've been thinking about that and the way 
they're ahead... if they veer off to the 110 Freeway then 
they're going into Whitehouse." 

They did as I predicted. Now I was stumped. 
Nobody went to Whitehouse. People left the tiny city... 
unless... Unless they didn't want anyone to see them. 

Sure enough we watched them turn into East Main 
Street and Garcia swung a left into the driveway of the 
dreary-looking Farmer's Daughter Motel. 

I felt sick to my stomach. We stayed back as she 
pulled into one of the parking slots outside the row of doors 
that looked like something out of the Bates Motel from 
Psycho. 

"They're having a nooner!" Kieran chortled. He cut 
the engine and we watched Garcia wait behind the wheel as 
Sims went into the front office. He was in there for a 
couple of minutes before re-emerging with a key on a 
plastic card and a big, cheesy grin on his face. 

Unbelievably, my cell phone rang. I checked the 


readout. It was Garcia. 
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"Hey, boss," she said when I took the call. 

"Hey," I said, trying to keep my emotions in check. 

"How's it going?" 

I could see her glancing to her left, catching Sims' 
gaze as he walked toward her. She mimed a jerking off 
motion with her hand. Unbelievable. Was she saying I was 
the jerk off? She had been the closest thing I had to a best 
friend in Lone Trail. 

"Nothing happening. You?" 

She laughed. "I'm almost home. Gonna get some 
shut eye." 

"And Sims?" I couldn't resist. I wondered how far 
she'd go with the lie. I caught Kieran's hard stare and his 
head shake. 

"At the gym," she said. 

Well, he's gonna get a workout but not at the gym. 
Jee-zus, Mary, and Joseph. 

"We swap with you in seven and a half hours, 
right?" She didn't wait for my response. "See you then, 
boss." 

She ended the call. I watched her lower her window 
and Sims leaned into her, kissing her. I swallowed hard as 
she raised the window, shut off the engine and got out of 
the vehicle. They laughed as they kissed and hugged. She 
pulled something out of the backseat. A grocery bag. Hot 


181 


Orgasmic Texas Dawn A.J. Llewellyn and D.J. Manly 


damn. I thought I saw champagne in there. 

They unlocked the door to room five and were all 
over each other. I could hear their manic laughter as they 
shut the door on the world. 

"You gotta report this, don't you?" Kieran asked. 

"Yeah." 

"Look, I know it sucks, but it has to be done." 

I took out my cell phone but hesitated calling Steve, 
my squad commander. 

"What's going on?" Kieran asked. "Why don't you 
want to make the call?" 

"Because the last I heard she's been dating Steve." 

Kieran was stunned. "Man, it's like Days of our 
Lives around here!" 

"Yeah. Tell me about it." I punched the numbers 
into my phone with unnecessary vehemence. Steve 
answered on the second ring. Slow for him. 

I didn't waste time with a greeting. I laid it out 
exactly as it happened. He didn't bother yelling at me for 
leaving the stakeout. This was huge. Really huge. 

He waited a beat before responding. 

"Are they in the room now?" 

"Yep." 

"Room five, you say?" 


"Yep." I had a bad feeling he was gonna roll up 
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with a two-by-four and beat the shit out of both of them. 

"Stay there," he said, "I'll get right back to you." He 
hung up on me. 

I could hear crickets in the few moments it took him 
to do so. His tone had been curt... professional up until 
now but the Steve who called back sounded broken and 
sad. 

"You have a reservation in room four. I want you to 
go in and listen to them—" 

"But—" 

"You have the stealth pick-up in the car, don't you?" 

"Yes." 

"Does Fox have one?" 

I glanced at Kieran whose brow rose in an enquiring 
manner. 

"We can come to the office and pick one up." 

"No!" Steve practically shouted. "I'm sending 
Harrison over. He'll be your point person. He'll go to the 
front desk and as soon as he's in the room, he'll leave and 
meet you at the car. You are to park away from the motel 
and wait until the package is delivered. He will call you and 
you'll take what you need from the vehicle..." 

He was rambling now. 

Harrison. I knew the guy to speak to but not very 


well. Tall, beefy... he was the one who handled our 
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surveillance gear. We'd poached him from the Houston 
SWAT team. 

"No problem, Steve." 

"If either Sims or Garcia is our weak spot, we need 
to flush 'em out." He paused. "And Jubilee? Thanks for 
giving it to me straight." 

Once again he hung up on me. 

I filled Kieran in on the events and once we checked 
that the occupants of room five hadn't made us, he turned 
on the engine and made a quick U-turn. He parked under a 
tree across the road from the local school. I could hear the 
children's laughter and got a funny feeling inside. I hadn't 
been home all night. My sister had taken the kids to school 
since I was busy kissing up to Dillon. I missed those boys 
and knew they would have missed me taking them in the 
morning. I didn't call Pauline because she'd be in class now. 
I checked my watch. Ten am. I'd call her at lunchtime. 

We went through our gear. I clipped on my stealth 
tactical ear piece with high definition power boost. It was a 
white unit that curled around the ear with a white foamy 
looking roller that hovered between my ear and mouth. I 
knew each one was expensive but I hadn't had a chance to 
use mine yet, since we hadn't done a stakeout on George. 

At the touch of a button I could have fifty-six 


decibels of sound and yet it was light and very compact. I 
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fitted it around the back of my ear. Holy crap the thing 
worked. I could hear a bird's faint tweeting, a teacher 
yelling at her class about algebra (yuck), and I tuned into 
Sheryl Crow singing about how the first cut is the deepest 
as a young woman drove past us. 

I wondered how weird it was going to be listening 
to Garcia and Sims bonking. 

Neither of us said much. "I can hear you breathing 
in stereo," I said. 

"Lemme try it." Kieran snatched the earpiece off 
me. "Say... I hear somebody talking about math." His head 
swiveled in all directions. "I hear footsteps." 

We both jumped when somebody slapped the rear 
of the car. 

"Harrison," I said, getting out and trying to suck in 
my belly. 

The tall man who had the build of a football player 
was actually a crack rodeo rider. Or had been. I heard he'd 
taken a bad fall and these days stayed away from angry 
critters. He glanced at Kieran who was still wearing the 
earpiece. 

"You need to switch," Harrison said, his gaze on 
Kieran. "Each of these is tagged. I'm going to be backup for 
you." 


"Where?" I asked. 
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He gestured across the road to an ice cream truck. 
"School's not out for a few hours. If we're still here by 
three, I'll move. I've only got a few drumsticks and a couple 
pops." 

Kieran handed me the original earpiece and took the 
new one. I grabbed the motel room key from Harrison and 
the black bag of goodies from the backseat. It contained a 
few extra defense weapons; handcuffs, extra gun and 
bullets, a stun gun, and an extra cell phone. We also had 
water bottles and a bag of trail mix. 

"They don't have their units in the room with them. 
I checked. Their gear is in her car," Harrison said. He 
fiddled with a remote in his hand. "I pick you both up but I 
won't be able to hear anything. I'll rely on you for that." 

He raised his hand in farewell and trotted over to his 
ice cream truck. 

"Man," Kieran said, "Even your ice cream man is 
fake!" 

I grinned. 

We walked over to the motel. I could hear them 
before we even got to our room. Man, they were going at it 
like rattlesnakes. We were very quiet as we let ourselves 
into the room. It was dark since the curtains were closed. I 
shut the door and locked it. 


My heart stopped when I heard the clicking of a 
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gun's safety. I let out a ragged sigh when I realized it was 
Kieran, laying out our stuff on the chest of drawers beside a 
TV table that sported a ratty old TV. 

Neither of us said anything. We sat on the edge of 
the double bed together and listened. I'd wondered what 
that would be like but hadn't thought about the 
consequences of being alone in a room with the hottest man 
on the face of the planet. 

As the noisiest sex I'd ever encountered progressed, 
I learned more about Sims and Garcia than I ever wanted to 
learn. Sims was a pig who didn't seem to care much for the 
woman who was apparently gratifying him orally and 
Garcia seemed a desperate, anxious woman who was 
willing to be taunted... nay, humiliated, by his constant 
putdowns as she tried to pleasure him. 

"You need to give her lessons," Kieran whispered. 

I looked at him askance. "Me? Why me?" 

"Honey butter. I saw the way you practically licked 
your plate clean. You have an oral fixation." His voice 
came out in a rasp now. "I bet you know exactly what 
you're doing in that department." 

I stared at him as next door, Sims apparently gave 
up on his blow job and decided to fuck Garcia instead. 
Either she was in agony or she was in bliss judging by her 


shrieks and wails. My focus was on Kieran who realized 
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he'd gone too far. 

He must have known how badly I wanted him 
because he began to shake his head. 

"No." His voice was a whisper again. "We can't." 

"Keep listening,” I said, pushing him back on the 
bed. I had his jeans unzipped and my hands fumbling inside 
his Calvins before he could say no once more. I lifted out 
his hefty cock. I don't know who was more surprised, me or 
Kieran, but his cock came up again, his eyes wide as I 
fondled its imposing girth. It was as big, long, and thick as 
I'd hoped. It was sheer beauty. I ran my fingers up and 
down its length. Oh, he was perfect! His cock responded to 
my touch, yearning for contact. It stuck straight up in the 
air as my thumb ran a line down to the base. He had a light 
sprinkling of dark hair. 

I licked my lips, honestly unsure of where to start. I 
wanted to gobble him up. He made a little agonized sound 
and his head went back to the bed as if he couldn't bear to 
see what I was about to do. 

Bending my head, I kissed his crown and his ass 
came off the bed. He was breathing funny but I didn't stop. 
I licked his leaking cockhead and glanced at his face. 
Exquisite agony. 

I kept going. I licked his shaft, up and down, my 


senses heightened as I heard Sims in the other room going 
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berserk now. Garcia had become quiet, but then she started 
to wail. 

"Yes, yes!" she screamed. 

"Suck me," Kieran moaned, his voice drowned out 
by Garcia. I didn't need written permission. I settled more 
comfortably, still sitting beside him in the bed and began to 
suck him in earnest. I worked his cock with my tightened 
mouth, relishing the taste and feel of him against my 
tongue. He pumped gently against my sucking motion. 

And then... all hell broke loose. My cell phone 
rang. Shit! It had a distinctive ringtone for my sister and 
Sims and Garcia knew it well. I grabbed it on the third ring 
and muted the call. Shit. Had they heard it? 

We could hear them in the room, kissing in post- 
coital bliss. 

Kieran looked at me, shaking his head. I should 
have put the damned phone on vibrate. I did it now as my 
phone shook in my hand. A text message from my sister. 

911. 

I stared at it in mute horror as I heard Sims get up 
off the bed. 

"Where are you going?" Garcia asked. She sounded 
annoyed. 

"Taking a leak." 


Garcia protested. 
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"I ain't goin’ nowhere," he protested, "be right 
back." 

He must have gotten shy all of a sudden because he 
closed the bathroom door. 

"We're screwed," Kieran said, pushing himself 
away from me. He began picking up the things from the 
bureau and shoving them into the bag. He zipped up his fly. 
My cell phone rang again. My sister was going berserk 
with the calls. I knew something was wrong but I was 
listening intently now and all conversation in the next room 
had stopped. 

Both Kieran and I stopped when we heard Sims 
speaking. He must have been on his cell phone. 

I could hear him pissing into the toilet. And for 
good measure, he turned on the taps in the bathroom. 
Clearly, he didn't want Garcia to listen to his call. 

"Yeah, it's me. Lookit. I'm with my girl and I've got 
surveillance on me next door. Just got a text. I'm not saying 
who sent it. Can you fucking believe it? I'll keep her busy. 
You just get over here and deal with it." 

"What do you want me to do?" I heard another 
voice saying. 

"What do you think I want you to do, moron? 
Fucking kill them." 


"Them?" the voice squawked. I recognized it now 
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but couldn't believe what I was hearing. How... 

"Jubilee Mason and that new Canadian hotshot. Just 
do it. I don't care how." He began to chuckle. "Make 'em 
bleed." 

We opened the door and ran, not closing it behind 
us. We ran all the way to the ice cream truck, guns in hand. 
Where the fuck was Harrison? He'd just been given 
instructions to kill us. 

I looked to the left and Kieran's car was gone. 

My cell phone was going nuts. I checked the 
readout and took the call. 

"Where have you been?" my sister shouted. 

"We gotta blow," Kieran yelled at me, tugging me 
along the sidewalk. 

"What's going on?" I asked her. It was hard to hear 
her words through her hysterical sobs. Kieran and I 
rounded three blocks and he pulled his cell phone out to 
make a call. He threw me to the ground under a fucking 
holly bush as an ice cream truck rolled by. 

Jee-zus. That wacky-doodle mystery music would 
never seem the same after this. It blared from the Nichols 
Omni music box atop the truck, taunting us. 

"Where are you?" my sister asked. 

"Harrison," Kieran said, his voice low. I heard the 


music grinding on, relieved when it trailed away. 
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It soon came back. He was close. Too fucking close. 

The music kept playing. 

The truck stopped. 

"Sis. Tell me what's going on. I got trouble." 

"Come out, come out wherever you are," Harrison 
said. I heard his gun cocking. Cripes... I'd forgotten I had 
the earpiece on. He was close now and— 

My sister was screaming in my other ear. 
"Somebody kidnapped Andre," she screamed. "Somebody 
stole my baby!" 

Kieran lay on his belly, gun in hand, capping 
Harrison right in the knee. I'd pulled off a shot too, hitting 
him in the other one. He sank to what was left of his torn 
legs, screaming blue murder. 

"Oh, shut up," I shouted, getting up and going over 
to Harrison who cried like a nine-year-old girl. I karate- 
chopped him in the neck and he went down. 

"We weren't supposed to kill him, remember?" 
Kieran teased me. 

"Somebody got my nephew," I said. 

Kieran looked stunned. "Let's go. I hate the music, 
but I don't think Harrison's gonna be needing his truck for a 
while." He checked his cell phone. "Sims and Garcia have 
been arrested—" 


"That's the least of my worries right now." 
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We jumped in and my hysterical sister made no 
sense as she kept asking about the gunshots, and who got 
hurt. I tried to get her to calm down. She told me Andre had 
been abducted right outside the school as the kids waited 
for her. 

"The man knew their safe word," she said. "He 
knew it, Jubilee. He said you sent him to pick them up but 
Philip didn't trust him." 

"I don't know how he knew it, sweetie. We'll find 
out," I tried to soothe her. 

"We're going to the school, right?" Kieran shouted 
at me. 

I nodded. My sister said that Philip told her the man 
got angry and tried to pull him into the car. "He didn't trust 
him because the car had no number plates. Please, please 
tell me he's not going to hurt Andre. I can't lose another 
love." 

She began to pray in my ear, "Please Lord, please 
don't take him, please don't take him." 

"Wait there for me," I told her as we careened onto 
the freeway. 

"Hurry," she moaned. "Philip is crying. We need 
you, Jubilee." 

I ended the call and pressed numbers for Dillon's 


house phone. No answer. I called Elsie's cell phone. 
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Briefly telling her what happened, I asked her to 
inform Dillon and begged her to go to my sister at the 
school. 

"You can count on me, sugar. What's that weird 
music I hear? It sounds like the ice cream man." 

"Long story, but we're on our way." 

"You calling Steve?" Kieran shouted over his 
shoulder to me. 

"No." 

"Good call. We don't know if he's dirty, too. Say, 
I'm parched. Is there any ice cream in that freezer? Harrison 
mentioned he had drumsticks." 

I wobbled my way to the freezer closest to me and 
lifted the lid. I saw lots of packages. 

"What's he got? And can you do something about 
that fucking music?" 

"I don't see ice cream, but I do believe I might have 
found the syndicate's missing drugs." 

"Pshaw... and I had my mouth all set for ice 


cream." 
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CHAPTER NINE 


Jubilee looked at me and shook his head. As 
stressed as he was about his nephew, he somehow managed 
to keep his thoughts straight. "You don't really want any ice 
cream, do you?" 

"Not really. I don't like ice cream." 

Jubilee shook his head. "How did you know the 
drugs were in there?" 

I shrugged. "How do you know I did?" 

He smiled faintly then looked straight ahead. "Are 
all Canadians as smart as you?" 

"I doubt it," I replied and his smile broadened a bit. 

I rounded the corner to the street which led to the 
school. I could see two patrol cars outside, sirens on. Elsie 
must have reached Dillon. 

Jubilee echoed my thoughts and pointed out Dillon's 
cruiser. He looked at me before getting out. "You got a lot 
going on in your head right now. Care to enlighten me?" 

"Not just yet." I placed a hand on his forearm as he 
reached for his door. "We'll find Andre." 

He nodded but there was a shine in his eyes that 
might have been unshed tears. "If they hurt him, I won't be 
responsible for what I do, Kieran." 


"I read you," I said. "Remember I'm here. I won't 
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miss." 

He reached out and touched my cheek for a 
moment. We looked at each other for a long while. "You 
are so beautiful. Are we ever going to get to finish what we 
started back at the hotel?" 

I cleared my throat. "I think it started that night you 
got me drunk on moonshine." 

"The night I kissed you," Jubilee said softly. "I was 
sure you were going to..." He took a breath and lowered 
his hand to mine and squeezed it hard. "I'm so afraid," he 
whispered. "I've never been this scared." 

I pulled him closer and clutched his other arm. "It's 
going to be all right. Do you trust me?" 

He nodded. 

I wanted to kiss him but Dillon was walking toward 
the car and there were people everywhere. Instead I 
released Jubilee and opened my door. I got out. Jubilee did 
the same. 

"What do you know?" I asked Dillon. 

Jubilee was at my shoulder. 

Dillon flipped open his notepad. "We got an Asian 
man described as thin, long scar on one side of his face. He 
was dressed in jeans and a red jacket." He looked at 
Jubilee. "Someone heard your nephew yelling but they 


were too late. He'd already put him in the car and was 
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driving away." 

I put my hands in my pockets. Jubilee was staring at 
me. "Care to tell me what in fuck is happening now?" 

Dillon was looking at me too. I knew the prison 
couldn't hold him long. He had too many friends in high 
places. Fuck. Just fuck. 

There was a crowd of people on the street. Parents 
were stopping cars and carrying off their children. I wasn't 
sure when I knew. I never imagined Dishi would go this far 
to get to me. 

"Kieran," Jubilee muttered. "We need to talk." 

Dillon walked away and Jubilee cocked his head 
toward a quiet place under a tree. I followed. I had a feeling 
he might have dragged me there if I hadn't. 

He expected me to talk but I didn't say anything for 
a moment then when he looked about to explode, I put up a 
hand. "I didn't know until earlier today really." 

"You were lovers, you and the mobster." He met 
my gaze. 

"You always knew." I sighed. "Don't act like you 
didn't." 

"I know you almost blew your career over this drug 
dealer," he snapped. 

My mouth tightened. I understood he was tense but 


I wasn't sure where all this recrimination was coming from. 
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"Hope he was good in bed," he sneered. "How 
many times did you fuck anyway?" 

I set my jaw. "Don't piss me off, Jubilee, you need 
me right now. I know Dishi and within the hour, he's going 
to call me, and tell me where he's holding Andre." 

Jubilee blinked. "He doesn't want money. He 
doesn't want immunity. He's not even involved in this drug 
stuff here, is he?" 

"No. This would be pocket change to him." 

"He wants you." 

Those three words settled over us and stayed there. 
They were suffocating but they were real. 

"He tracked you here." 

I nodded. 

"He must love you very much." 

"I doubt it's love." 

"He might be a mobster, but he's not blind. Kieran." 
He grabbed my hand, "You can't... you can't go to him. 
Unless... you want to see him again." 

"Don't be fucking stupid. You think I still love 
him?" 

"I don't know what to think. You risked your career 
for him." 

"I'm not going to discuss this with you. I have no 


choice but to go when he calls, if you want to see Andre 
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alive again. He won't accept anything else." 

"Does he want to kill you... or fuck you?" 

"T'll have to wait and see." 

"What the hell would make you get involved with 
such a man in the first place? I don't get it, a smart guy like 
you. You could have had your pick!" 

I walked away. He followed. I had no intention of 
answering his question. If he didn't know the power of 
love, that was his problem but I had to admit the idea 
bothered the hell out of me. 

Dillon was waiting. He already knew what was up. 
He gave me a sympathetic look. 

"It's okay, Dillon," I told him. "I'm going back to 
the house. I need to explore that arsenal you got in your 
basement." 

He reached in the pocket. "Take the keys." 

I nodded my thanks as he dropped the keys in my 
hand. Jubilee reached out and caught my arm. I paused and 
looked at him. "I'm coming with you." 

"No. You're not." I eyed him. 

"God damn it, Kieran"—he chased my heels back to 
the ice cream truck—"you're not doing this alone." 

I turned and looked at him. "I started this and I'm 
going to finish it. Just keep your cell phone on. When I 


have Andre, I'll send him somewhere you can get to him." I 
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crawled into the truck. 

He clutched the door. "Kieran, I... I didn't mean 
to... I'm just..." He shook his head. "I was thinking of you 
with another man and..." He looked down. "I went a little 
crazy. You did things with him in bed I've never known 
and... I'm jealous, I guess. These feelings are scaring the 
crap outta me." 

"Try not to worry." I hit the gas and drove down the 
street. I looked up once to see him standing in the street. He 
looked defeated. I was sorry I couldn't console him more 
but my mind was on Andre. I'd never known Dishi to hurt a 


kid but then I'd never really known him at all, had I? 


When I pulled up outside Dillon's house, I wasted 
no time getting inside and stocking up on weapons. I came 
out loaded down with them when a police cruiser rolled up 
behind me. I wasn't surprised to see Jubilee jump out of the 
driver's seat. 

"Highjacking police vehicles now, eh?" I put the 
weapons in the back of the ice cream truck. 

He came strolling over to me. "You going to the 
shindig in that thing?" He hooked his thumb toward the 
truck. "He'll hear you coming ten miles away." 

"I thought we'd share an ice cream cone for old 


time's sake." 
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"You angry at me?" 

I considered that. "Not so much." 

"I deserve it." 

"You do." 

"Didn't realize I had a jealous streak until I met you. 
Not attractive, is it?" 

"It has its appeal if you're a fourteen-year-old 
adolescent girl." 

"Ouch," he grinned. 

I smiled at him. "So what are you doing here 
exactly?" 

"Did I ever tell you about this other annoying trait I 
have?" He came closer and cocked his head. 

"The one about being a stubborn jackass?" I lifted 
my eyebrow. 

"Yep. That be the one. You are such a smart 
Canadian boy." He tipped his hat. 

I reached up and flipped it off his head. He reached 
down and picked it up. "Not nice," he said, brushing it off. 
"Not nice at all to fool with a man's hat." 

"Go see your sister. She needs you." 

"Please Kieran, let me come with you." 

"Sorry," I said, getting in the truck. "One sight of 
you, and he could kill Andre. Can't take that risk. Wait for 
my call," I said and shut the door. Again I left him standing 
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there. 

I retrieved my car from the police lot and left the ice 
cream truck. I parked the car on a back road and waited. 
When the phone rang an hour later, my heart flipped over. 
The number said unknown. I opened my phone. 

"Hello, Dishi," I said. "Where's the boy?" 

There was silence for a moment then I heard his 
voice, a voice I once couldn't wait to hear. Now, it only 
caused the anger to boil inside me. "What? No, hello, how 
are you? Miss me?" 

"Where's the boy? If you hurt that kid, I swear I'll 
kill you. I'll hunt you down like a dog and shoot you. I 
won't miss." 

"I know that lover, you never missed, in bed or out 
but I miss you." 

"Fuck you. Where's the boy?" 

"You want him, come get him." 

"Tell me where." 

"Easy, baby. All in good time. Tell me about the 
cowboy." 

"What cowboy?" 

"The one sucking your cock in the hotel room." 

I pulled in some air. "You fucking son of..." 

"You don't waste much time. Was he any good? 


Maybe I'll try him." 
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"You stay away from him." 

"Ooh... protective. He must have been good." 

"Put the boy on the phone." 

"Can't." 

"Put the boy on the goddamned phone or I'm not 
coming." 

I waited. A few seconds later, I heard a small voice 
say, "Uncle Jubi?" 

"It's Kieran Fox. Listen, Andre. I want you to be 
real brave okay?" 

"Okay." 

"Are you hurt?" 

"No." 

"You'll be home soon, okay?" 

"Okay but..." 

Dishi's voice replaced the boy's. "There's a corn 
field at the end of Dark Creek. You know it?" 

"I'll find it." 

"Drive down Cajun Road. You'll see an abandoned 
gas station. Hang a right. When you see a farm house in the 
distance, pull over. In front is a huge corn field. Get out of 
the car and meet me in the middle of it." 

"How in the fucking Christ am I supposed to find 
you in a corn field?" 


"You're a smart man. You'll find me. Just 


203 


Orgasmic Texas Dawn A.J. Llewellyn and D.J. Manly 


remember, I have the boy. Come alone, Kieran, or I'll kill 
him." 

"You'll let him go in exchange for me." 

"That's the plan." The phone went dead. 

I closed my eyes for a second, thinking that maybe 
I'd meet my doom in that corn field. I turned the engine 
over and hit the gas. To be honest, I didn't even like corn 


that much. 


The field was right where Dishi told me it was. I 
spotted the farmhouse in the distance and pulled the car 
over. I turned off my phone, checked my guns. I had one 
rifle in my hand, a spare gun strapped around my calf, and 
my pistol in my shoulder holster. I felt as if I was going to 
war. Maybe I was. 

I searched for a place that looked like an entry spot, 
where some of the corn stalks had been mowed down by 
feet. I found it right away. My senses were on high alert as 
I listened for any sound, or movement that would give me 
an indication of where Dishi might be. I was hoping Andre 
would cry or something. Nothing. Except for the sound of 
me pushing through the field and a bumble bee buzzing 
around somewhere, it was dead silent. 

I realized with some surprise as I forged ahead that 


if I was to die out here, I'd regret only one thing; a big 
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handsome Texas marshal with a black Stetson. I should 
have just dragged him to some hotel and fucked his brains 
out when I had the chance. I smiled, vowing to do just that 
if I made it out of this field. 

I heard a voice call out, a boy's voice and I froze 
and dropped to the ground, the smell of corn assaulting my 
nostrils. 

"Andre?" I called out, looking for direction. 

"Kieran!" 

"It's okay. I'm here." 

The voice which came next didn't belong to a boy. 
It was a man's voice. It was Dishi. "I have a gun to his 
head. I'll use it. Come out where I can see you, Kieran." 

"Let him go. I will." 

"Can't do that until I see you." 

I heard Andre start to cry. 

I muttered under my breath. "Fucking prick. Don't 
hurt him. I swear, Dishi... I'll kill you." 

"You can't kill me, Kieran. You love me too much." 

"Care to test your theory?" I crawled on my belly 
closer to his voice. Now I could see his feet. I aimed then I 
heard the click of a gun, cold steel against my head. 

"Put down the gun and get up real nice and slow, 
cop." 


I left the rifle and got to my feet. A big hand patted 
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me down and took the pistol out of my holster. He never 
bothered checking farther down. He pushed me forward 
and I stumbled into the clearing, a green patch on the other 
side of the field. I found myself face to face with Dishi. 

Dishi pushed a tearful Andre on the ground and I 
motioned to the boy with my hand. "Come to me." 

Andre scrambled to his feet and rushed at me. He 
circled his arms around my legs and hung on tight, sobbing. 

"How touching," Dishi said softly, "didn't know you 
were such a hit with kids." He came closer, searched my 
face. "I've missed you," he said. "Ain't love a bitch?" 

"Yeah," I sneered, "isn't it? Let me call someone to 
come and get the boy. You got me now, you don't need 
him." 

He smiled. "Can't let you do that. Take off your 

clothes." 

"My clothes? Getting desperate, aren't you? There 
are male strip joints for that." 

He laughed. "As much pleasure as it gives me to see 
you naked, you know why I need you naked." 

"You don't trust me." 

He shook his head. "No. So"—he stood back, and 
folded his arms—"strip." 

"Fine." I looked down at Andre. "You need to let 


me go, Andre," I said, reaching down to disentangle him 
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from my legs. As I did, I pulled up my pant leg and pulled 
out the gun. "Andre! Run!" 

Andre scampered past me and raced into the corn 
field. Dishi grabbed for the gun and the big goon behind me 
tackled me to the ground. The gun went off and the goon 
rolled off me. I'd shot him in the chest. Dishi had my gun 
and he motioned for me to get up. 

"Got anything else hiding under there that I should 
know about, baby?" He looked me up and down. 

I didn't reply. I smiled actually because Andre had 
escaped. I was pretty sure he'd be fine now. "Just you and 
me, babe," I said. "So, kill me and get it over with." 

Something like pain crossed his face. "I don't want 
to have to do this." 

"You must. You came all this way. You think if you 
kill me, it will be over?" I wiped the blood from my mouth. 
That goon had split my lip. 

"My heart will heal. I loved you, Kieran. We could 
have been good together, coulda had everything. I would 
have given you everything. I love you, Kieran, still, even 
after the way you hurt me." 

I looked at him in awe. "You're a piece of work." 

He grabbed my face and moved as if to kiss me and 
I jerked away. I heard the click of a gun and we both 


looked around. 
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Jubilee stood there, his pistol aimed at Dishi. "I 
don't think I like you kissing him," he said. 

My eyes widened a little. Oh really, I thought. 

Dishi pointed the gun at my head and pulled me 
closer. "He was mine, first. Put your gun down, Marshal, or 
I'll shoot him." 

"How can you kill someone you love?" he asked. 
"And you do love him. I can see it. Makes me want to pull 
this trigger all the more. You don't love him, do you 
Kieran?" 

"If I did," I said, "I certainly wouldn't admit it." I 
smirked and I knew he'd take it the right way. 

He laughed a little and moved his neck around. 

"You find Andre?" I asked. 

"I did. So now that I have one boy that I love, I'm 
not about to abandon the other." Jubilee met my gaze a 
minute. 

I wasn't quite sure what to say. 

Dishi stiffened. "You'll have to kill us both, 
cowboy. I'm not letting him go." Dishi went to fire and I 
grabbed the gun and got it away from him. I hit the ground. 
Dishi took out a second gun and aimed it at Jubilee. I took 
my shot, so did Jubilee but mine hit first and it hit hard, 
right through the top of Dishi's head. He sank to his knees 


and he looked at me, his mouth open. Maybe he never 
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believed I could do it. I lay back on my elbows, the gun 
still smoking and he fell in the dirt. I swallowed. 

Jubilee walked over and kicked the gun away from 
Dishi, then looked at me. "Are you okay?" He extended his 
hand and pulled me to my feet. 

I nodded. 

"You want a few minutes?" he asked me, indicating 
my former lover on the ground. 

I turned away. "No," I replied, and headed to the 
corn path. We met a slew of police and Federals on the 
way. When I got to the clearing, Andre was sitting on the 
hood of a police car, Josh was talking to him. When he saw 
me, he jumped off the hood, and raced toward me. I picked 
him up and carried him silently. He hugged my neck. 

Jubilee took him from me and gave me a nod. "Let's 
get you back to your mother," he said and put the boy in the 
police car. 

Dillon walked over and grinned at me. "Busy day?" 

I nodded. "Might say that." 

He drove me back to the family house. The place 
was jumping with visitors who'd heard what had happened. 
I walked inside, Dillon hot on my tail. Andre was probably 
on his fifth retelling of his adventure and clearly enjoying 
it. Dillon looked at Jubilee. "I got me a real narc. What do 
you say to that, Jube?" 
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Jubilee nodded. "I say you're the winner, and thank 
the good Lord for it." 

I looked at him as Dillon left to do his thing. 
"Thank you, Kieran." 

"Thank you. You saved my ass." 

"He wasn't going to kill you," he said. "He just 
wasn't going to leave you alive so I could have you. Come 
on, let's get out of here. Andre's okay and we need to er... 
celebrate." 

I let him drive the blue car. I sat back in my seat, 
testing my sore mouth and struggling with my emotions. 
We hadn't gone far when the thought occurred to me. I 
wondered if I'd imagined it. "Did you say something along 
the way of being in love with me, back there?" 

"Actually, I said, I loved you, not that I was in love 
with you." 

"Like your nephew?" I raised an eyebrow. 

"Kinda." 

"Oh." 

"But not really." 

I shook my head. "Forget it." 

Suddenly, he pulled the car to the side of the road 
and said, "I don't want to forget it." He looked at me. "And 
I don't want to let go." 


"What do you mean?" 
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"I think you know." 

"I can't do this," I said. "I just left a dead man a 
while back, one I loved and trusted, and he fucked me over. 
I'm..." I sighed. 

"Terrified?" he suggested. 

"That's just about it." 

"I'm practically a virgin compared to you when it 
comes to this stuff. I'm a Marshal in a homophobic little 
town and I've fought how I feel about you just about as 
much I can. Loving you would be the most incredible and 
the most idiotic thing I've ever done, but..." 

"But what?" I asked, scarcely breathing. 

"I can't help myself," he said softly. "I don't think I 
could crawl into bed one more time without you in it. I 
want you so much, I ache all over. I can't sleep for thinking 
you'll grow tired of waiting for my sorry ass. I almost died 
thinking something would happen to you. How the hell 
have you been able to weave such a spell over me in this 
short a time?" 

I had no answer. Maybe 'cause the spell was mutual. 

"Tell me you feel something more for me than just 
what that incredible, beautiful cock of yours tells you, 
Kieran... because... I might just die." 

I reached out and placed a hand on his thigh. "Don't 


do that," I smiled. "It's not necessary. I won't tell you this 
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thing will be easy... and maybe if we make love, we'll 
discover that's all it is... curiosity or... lust... I don't 
know... but I don't see another way around it." 

He looked around. "Then you'll be leaving. You 
won't stick another year out here. So, what, I give you my 
heart and you break it?" 

"I can't make you any promises," I told him. "All I 
know is we got a lot of work left to do. We haven't even 
scratched the surface. I don't know who else is dirty in your 
outfit. I can't leave yet." 

He looked at me and smiled. "So... what... now?" 

"You got any motels outside of town?" There was 
no question of what we had to do. 

Jubilee pulled onto the road. "Yep. About five 
miles." 


"Take me there." I removed my hand from his leg. 


I don't think I noticed what the room really looked 
like. I walked in and there was the bed. I turned around and 
there was Jubilee, already taking off his shirt. I'd been 
worried he might be shy, or hesitant, but there was none of 
that. We were both like men who'd been wandering in the 
desert and in desperate need. We were each other's long, 
cool drink of water, and we both drank like it was the last 


time rather than the first. 
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I kicked off my shoes and took Jubilee down on the 
bed before his underwear was half off. He was tearing at 
my clothes like a man gone mad as I struggled to remove 
my shirt. 

He flipped me over onto my back and pulled off my 
jeans and underwear, pinning my arms over my head. He 
stared down into my eyes. "Yep. Green," he said softly. 

My chest heaved a little, my cock straining up. 
Jubilee placed his knee between my legs and moved it 
against my cock and my balls. He smiled when I grunted. 
"You like that?" 

"I like you," I said. 

He lowered his mouth on mine but he didn't release 
my arms. Instead he trailed his erection across mine. I 
squeezed my eyes shut from the sensation. His kiss 
deepened and he released my arms. I wrapped them around 
his neck, touched his hair and teased his tongue with mine. 
This time it was okay to let myself surrender. We were 
alone. We had time. This was definitely going 
somewhere... 

I tugged on his hair and he grunted as I rolled him 
onto his back. I kissed him again. I loved his mouth, and 
his jaw and I pressed my lips to each nipple as my hand 
went down to fondle his cock. "You are so hard," I 


murmured as I worked my way down between his thighs. 
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He cried something as I licked and sucked him. I 
didn't want him to come like that but when I pulled back, 
he pleaded, "Kieran, please." 

So I went back to it until he was crying out with 
orgasm. I sat up and watched the pleasure on his face and 
he struggled to calm his breathing. He reached for me and 
pulled me into his arms. He kissed me again, his hand 
gripping my cock and I arched my back, aching for release. 

"Fuck me, Kieran." 

I was surprised but ecstatic. There was nothing I 
wanted more. I didn't have to ask him a second time. The 
look on his face told me everything, not to mention the lube 
and condoms he'd been carrying in his pocket. 

He handed them to me with rather a sheepish grin 
and said, "Just in case." 

"In case of who?" I opened the lube and pushed him 
on to his stomach. 

He glanced at me. "You of course. Who do you 
think? Dillon?" 

I chuckled. "No. Didn't think that. You ever done 
this before?" 

"Yeah, no worries, but it's been awhile. Take it 
easy." 

I smiled and slipped lubed fingers up inside of him. 


"I plan to ravish your ass." 
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He smiled at me. "Okay." 

I laughed as he wiggled around. 

"Cold but... damn... it feels... you got the touch." 

"I got inspiration," I told him, leaning down and 
kissing his shoulder. "Always wanted to ride a cowboy." 

He shook his head. "Is that a joke? Ooh... Kieran... 
yeah." 

I was fucking him gently with my fingers. He had 
no idea what it was costing me. My cock was in dire need 
and I wanted to feel it encased in that velvet ass of his but I 
wanted it to be really good for him too. I wanted to rock 
him and I fully intended to. 

His hips were up off the mattress. He'd surrendered 
to me, this big, beautiful man and I was ripe for the 
challenge. I grabbed his hips and positioned myself. Slowly 
so that I coaxed tiny sounds of pleasure out of him... 
probably mixed with a bit of pain but he was loving it, 
every minute of it. And as for me, I'd slipped off into some 
other world where there was only him and me... and our 
bodies responding to every touch, every push and pull and 
plummet. 

I held his hips still now and I moved faster and 
delved deeper. The cries that rang from him were like 
music from a choir. Then he said my name and I lost my 


mind. I reared up and slammed into him and he slammed 


215 


Orgasmic Texas Dawn A.J. Llewellyn and D.J. Manly 


back hard, wanting more, crying, sobbing, our slick bodies 
sliding over each other. I came, my hand on his dwindling 
cock and then I collapsed beside him on the bed. There was 
no sound except our hard breathing. This was it. This is 
what we'd been waiting for. Maybe it was all there was. 
Maybe it was a dream. 

Then he let his fingers touch mine and I heard him 
say, "Oh my God." 

I smiled and turned my head. He was looking at me. 

"You're an angel," he whispered. "A dark-haired 
angel with a quick draw." 

I grinned. "It wasn't that quick." 

He laughed a little. "That's not what I meant. That 
pistol between those incredible thighs got some staying 
power. I think you may have rattled a few teeth out of my 
head." 

"That's too bad," I said. 

He chuckled and rolled on top of me. "Bad boy." 

"You Texans, walking contradictions. I can't be an 
angel and a bad boy too." 

He smoothed back my hand, kissed my mouth 
tenderly. "You're so hot. You make me want to lose some 
more teeth." 

"You'll have to wear dentures soon," I teased. 


"You keep fucking me like that, I wouldn't give a 
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damn." He rolled off me. 

"Give me a minute," I told him. 

He let his hand run down my thigh, and then began 
to massage my dick. "Ain't got a minute." 

"Demanding, aren't you?" 

He glanced at me before moving down to capture 
my cock with his mouth. "Boy, you can fuck and you can 
shoot. I need to keep you around!" 

I grinned as he took my cock into his mouth. "Keep 
doing that, cowboy, and you may have your wish." 

I fell asleep inside Jubilee, believe or not. We 
fucked until we couldn't fuck anymore... until the hot 
Texas sun began to rise in the sky. Then I nestled up beside 
him and passed out. When I heard my cell phone ring, I 
ignored it, too weak to get out of bed. Then Jubilee's phone 
rang too. That wasn't a good sign. 

"They're ringing together now, aren't they?" Jubilee 
finally muttered, half asleep, tightening his hold on my 
arm. My "Highway to Hell" tune, and Jubilee's "Country 
Roads" were definitely not in harmony, but our bodies 
certainly had been. 

"Can I have my arm back?" I asked him, pulling. 

"Nope, can't have your cock back neither." 

"Going to be tough going." 


He released my hand. I reached for my phone. 
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"Tell 'em to fuck off," he yawned. 

"Okay," I replied. It was Dillon. "Hello Dill, what's 
up?" 

"Where are you?" 

"In heaven. Where are you?" 

Jubilee chuckled as I got up off the bed. 

"You is where, boy?" 

"It's okay. What's wrong?" 

"Found George Tanner's body down by the gravel 
pit. It looks like he's been chewed on for a bit. His face 
looks like a crater full of ketchup and worms." 

I shuddered. "Thanks for the visual. Dare I ask how 
he got that way?" 

"A gator probably." 

"Maybe he was looking for a replacement for 
Biddy." 

"Nope. It's a hit for sure. You were right about 
something Kieran, but dang it, you need to tell a fellow 
what you know, okay?" 

"I will." 

"Kieran. We need to talk about your daddy." 

I stiffened. "Why?" 

"Well, I saw him up in county jail the other day. He 
heard you're here. He and Jed Tanner are friends. I thought 


I should tell you that. He's being released soon, mentioned 
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he'd like to see you." 

I turned cold. "I'm not interested." 

"Alrighty then. I won't mention it again." 

"I'd appreciate that." I didn't want to know anything 
about my father. I'd put him out of my heart a long time 
ago. 

"Any chance you know where Jubilee is?" 

"Ah... no," I said, glad for the change of subject. 
"Haven't seen him." 

Jubilee was sitting up now, grinning at me. 

"When you do, tell him Pauline called and Darlene 
is back in town. She's come back to stay. She knows 
Jubilee is home. Might be a wedding to go to soon. Elsie is 
checking out her shoes." 

I was speechless. Any depressing thoughts over my 
absent father flew right out of my mind. 

"Coming in? I need you. We are in a mess and 
things are going to heat up again." 

"Ah," I found my voice, "be there in an hour." I 
hung up. 

"What's up?" Jubilee asked. 

"George Tanner is dead and we're in for trouble. I 
assume the Tanners will go looking for someone to blame." 

He studied me. "You got that right. You knew that 


was going to happen, didn't you?" 
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"I did." 

"Care to enlighten me?" 

"Got to enlighten Dillon first." 

"Not nice considering where your cock has been, 
boy." 

"Was issued an invitation as I recall," I replied with 
a smirk. 

"Makes no never mind." He laughed and got out of 
bed. "What's wrong with you? You sound funny. You 
regret what happened between us?" 

I didn't want to talk about dear old dad. "Jubilee?" 

He looked at me, his face concerned as he reached 
for his pants. "What, lover?" 

"Who's Darlene?" 

He paused and looked up at me. "Darlene?" 

"Dillon said to tell you Darlene is back in town and 
apparently she's come for you." 

"Shit," he said softly. 

I waited. I didn't like the sound of that. 

"It's not important." 

"It is to your sister, and apparently," I added with 
some sarcasm, "Elsie is looking for shoes to attend your 
wedding." 

He clicked is tongue. "Well, Elsie can hold off on 


them shoes. There's not going to be any wedding. I'm not 
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marrying Darlene. She's my ex-girlfriend... actually"—he 
paused—"I can't lie to you, Kieran. We were engaged once. 
Was over a long time ago." 

"Apparently only for one of you." I sank down on 
the bed. "I assume she thinks you're straight or in need of 
an exorcist or something?" 

He sat beside me. "I had no idea she was coming 
back here." 

Jubilee's phone rang again. He picked it up before it 
got to the second stanza. "Mason here. Who? Damn. Where 
is it? Okay. I'll bring Fox with me. He can shoot the eye out 
of a keyhole." 

He ended the call. 

"What's wrong? Who do I need to shoot now?" 

"Get dressed. I need you to help me bring down a 
runaway gator that is on a killing spree. Animal control is 
going to take too long to get here and it's been seen near 
town. The thing has been tortured or something, aggressive 
as hell." 

I swallowed the lump in my throat. Alligators? Why 
in hell couldn't it be the Tanners? Those guys I could deal 
with. 

As we left the hotel, I looked back with longing. I 
wasn't sure what would happen with Jubilee and our 


relationship. He was a complex guy, and he had a history 
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with someone called Darlene that may just put a wrench in 
our newly born love affair. It also spoke to how deeply he'd 
been in the closet. I was falling hard and fast for a man I 
wasn't sure would ever come out, in a town I didn't want to 
spend forever in. Was there a forever for us? Did I want 
one? 

He smiled at me in the car. I smiled back. "So, you 
love me like your nephew, or what?" It sounded insecure. I 
felt foolish after I'd said it. 

Jubilee reached for my hand. "I love you like a man. 
I love you passionately... insanely. How's that suit ya?" 

I nodded. "Better. So who let the alligator loose?" I 
asked, trying to focus on something other than how it had 
felt to be inside Jubilee Mason. 

He turned to me as he started the engine and said, 
"Who knows, but once you let a gator run wild out of his 
natural habitat, they get scared and can act crazy. No telling 
what they'll do until they get penned in again." 

I looked straight ahead. I had nothing to say. I 
glanced at Jubilee once as he drove and couldn't help 
making a comparison between man and alligator. Both 
were out of their natural habitat, running wild, and running 
scared. And as I waited in the woods near a swamp beside 
the man I'd just made love to, I just hoped I didn't end up 


being the victim... of either one... because I realized that 
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both of them had the potential to rip out my heart. 


Stay tuned for Longing: Orgasmic Texas Dawn Book 2 
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